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Advertiſement. 


H E Amthor might here ( according to the landi- 
ble cuſtom of Prefaces ) entertain the Reader with 
a Diſcourſe of the Original, Progreſs, and Rules 
of Satyr, and let him underſtand, that be bas 
lately Read Caſaubon,and ſeveral other Criticks w_ the Point ; 
bat at preſent be is minded to wave it, as a vanity he is in no wiſs 
fond of. Has only intent now is to give a brief account of whad = 

he Publiſhes, in order to prevent what Cenſures he foreſees may 
coulonrably be” paſt thereupon ; And that is, as followeth : 

I pat be calls the Prologue, is an imitation of Pcrlius, wbo 
"2s prefix'd ſomewhat by that Name before his Book, of Satyrg, 
ind may ſerve for a pretty good Anthority. The firſt Satyr be 
drew by Sylla's Ghoſt in the great Johnſon, which may be 
Dercetved by ſome ſtrokes and touches therein, bowever ſhort they 
come of the Original, In the ſecond, he only followed the ſ[wingg 
'f his own Genins. The Deſign, and ſome Paſſages of the 
Franciſcan of Buchavan. I bich ingenions confeſſion be thinks 
it to make, to ſhew be has mare modeſty than the common Padders 
n Wit of theſe timer. He doubts, there may be ſome few mi- 
* akes in Chronology therein, which for want of Books be cold 
10t inform himſelf in. If the tkelful Reader mect with any 
ſuch, F may the more eaſily pardon them upon that ſcore. Whence 
e bal the bins of the fourth, is obvious to all, that are any 
2ing acquainted with lorace. And without be Authority of 
{1 great a Preſident, the making of an Image ſpeak, is but an 
»rdinary Miracle in Poetry. He expetts, that ſ\me will tax bins 
of buffoonery, and turning boly things into ridicule, But ts 
them Kead, bow ſeverely Arnobius, Latantius, Minutius Fe- 
ix, and the graveſt Fathers, have railly'd the fapperier and 
uperſtitions of the Heathen, and then conſider , wither thoſe, 
A 2 _ whied 


which be bas choſen for bis Argument, are not 81 worthy of langh+ 
ter. The only difference is that they did it in Proſe, as be does in 
Verſe, where perbaps 'tis the nyre allowable. 

As for the next Poem ( whichis the moſt liable to cenſure ) 
tho the world has given is the Name of the Satyr againſt Vertue, 
he declares "twas never defign'd u0 that intent, bow apt ſoever 
ſont may be to wreſt it. And this appears by what is ſaid after 
it, and is diſcernable enough to all, that have the ſenſe to under- 
ftand it, "Twas meant to abuſe thoſe, who valued themſelves 
»þon their Wit and Parts, in praiſing Vice, and to ſhew, that 
# bers of ſober Principles, if they would take the ſame liberty in 
Pretry, cold ftrain as high rents in Profaneneſs as they. At firft 
he istended it rot for the publick,;nor to paſs beyotid the privacy of 
e%0 or three Fritndr, but ſeeing it had the Fate ts ſteal abroad 
in Manuſcript, and aftirwayds in Print, without bis knowledg 
he now thinks it a Juſtict due to bis own Repmtation, to bave it 
erme forth without- thoſe fuults, which it has ſuffered from 
Tranſeribers and the Preſs batherte, and which make it a worſe 
Satyr upon himſelf, than upon what it was defign'd. 

Semething ſhoald be ſaid too of tbe laſt Trifle, if it were 
worth it, *Twas occafione4 upon reading the late Tranſlations 
of Ovid's Epiſtles, which gave him 4 mind to try what he 
. could do won a like Subjeff. Thuſe bring already foretalÞ d, be 
thought fit to make choice of 4be ſame Poct, whereou perhaps be 
has taken too much liberty. Had he ſeen Mr. Sandys bis Tranſla- 
rien before he began, he never durſt have ventured: Since 
be has, ana finds reaſon enough to deſpair of bis undertaking. 
But now "tis done, be is loth to burn it, and chnſes rather #0 
give ſomebody elſe the trouble. The Reader may do as be pleaſes, 
efaber like it, or put it to the vfe of Mr. Jordan's Works. *Tis 
the firſt attempt, he ever made in this kind, and likely eneugh 
fo be the lat, bir vein ( if be may be thought to have any) lying 
wrother way. 
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PROLOGUE 


b— 


_—_ who can longer hold? when every Preſs, 
The Bar and Pulpit too has broke the Peace? 
When every ſ{cnibling Fool at the alarms 

Has drawn his Pen, and riſes up in Arms? 

And not a dull Pretender of the Town, 

But vents his gall in Pawphkt up and down ? 


When all with licence rail, and who will not; , 
| Muſtbealmoſt ſuſpefted of the PLOT, 
} And bring his Zeal, or elſe his Parts in doubt ? ( 


of 


- 
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2 PROLOGUE. 
In vain our Preaching Tribe attack the Foes, 


In vain their weak Artillery oppoſe : 

Miſtaken honeſt men, who gravely blame, | 

And hope that gentle Dodrine ſhould reclaim, - , 

Are Texts, and ſuch exploded trifles fit : 

T'impoſe, and ſham upon a Jeſuit # 

Would they the dull Old FiJber.-ren compare 

With mighty Srarez, and great Eſcobar ? 

Such thred-bare proofs, and ſtale Authorities 

May Us poor (imple Hereticky ſuffice : 

But to aſear'd Tenatian's Conſcience, 

Harden'd, as his own Face, with Impudence, 

Whoſe Faith in contradiftion bore, whom Lies, 

Nor non-ſenſe, nor Impoſlibilities, 4 

Not ſhame, nor death, nor damning can aſlail: 

Not theſe mild fruitleſs methods will avail. 
'Tis pointed Satyr, and the ſparps of Wit 

For ſuch a. prize are th' only Weapons fit : 

Nor needs thete Art, or Gezizs here to uſe, 


SOLN 
Where Indignation can create a mule : q 


Should | | 
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PROLOGUE. 3 
Should Parts, and Nature fail, yet very ſpite 
Would make the arrant'ſt W:/d, or Withers write. 


+ Ttis refolv'd : henceforth an endleſs War, 


8 7 ad: my Muſe with them, and theirs declare3 


Whomneither open'Malice of the Foes, 
Nor private Daggers, nor St. Omer's Doſe, 
Nor all, that Godfrey felt, or Monarchs fear, ! 


Shall from my vow'd, and ſworn revenge detet. * 


Sooner ſhall falſe Court Favourites prove jult; 
And faithful to their Kings, and Countrys truſt : 
Sooner ſhall they detet the tricks of State, 

And knav'ry, ſuits, and bribes, and fatt'ry hate: 
Bawa's ſhall turn Nns, Salt D-—-s grow chaſt; 
And Paint, and Pride, and Lechery deteſt : | 
Popes (ball for Kines Suprematy decide, 

And Cardinals for Hugnenots be try'd: 

Sooner' ( which is the grear'(t impoſhble) 

Shalf the vile Brood of Loyola, and Hell 

Give ore to Plot, be Villains, and Rebel z 


B 2 


g PROLOGUE. 
Than I with utmoſt ſpite, and vengeance ceaſe 


To proſecute, and plague their curſed race. 
The rage of Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contemn'd, and ſcorn'd, or profſer'd luſt denied: . 
The malice of Religiows angry Ll, , 

And all, caſkier'd rejerting Statesmen feel : 

What prompts dire Hags in their own blood to 

And ſel] their very ſouls to Hell for ſpite: (write 

Allthis urge on my rank envenom'd ſpleen, 

And with keen Satyr edg my ſtabbing Pen : 

That 1ts each home-ſet thruſt their blood may 

Eachdrop of Ink like Aquafortis gnaw. (draw, 
Red hot with vengeance thus, [ll brand diſgrace 

 Sodeep, no time {hall erethe marks deface: 

Till my ſevere, and exemplary doom 

Spread wider than their guilt, till it become 
More dreaded than the Bor, and frighten worſe 
Than damning Pope's Anathema's, and curſe. 
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FT SATYREIAY 
; Garnet's (hoſt addreſſmg to the Je- 


ſuits, met in private Cabal juſt af- 


ter the Murder of Godfrey. 


! 


B Hell 'twas bravely done! what leſs than 
this ? 


What Sacrifice of meaner worth, and price 
Could we have offer'd up for our ſuccels ? 

So fare all thev, who e're provoke our hate, 
Who by like ways preſume to tempt their fate; 
* Fare each like this bold medling Fool, and be 
As well ſecur'd, as well diſpatch'd as he: 


Would he were here, yet warm, that we might 


His reaking gore,and drink up ey'ry vein! (drain 
That were a glorious ſan@ion , much like thine, 


Great Roman / made upon alike deſign :; 
Þ 3 Like 


We ſcorn baſe Blood ſhould our great Lager 


| Lives He our mighty projetsto oppoſe ?- - | 


6 Se Ws 


Like thine ; we ſcorn ſo mean a Sacrarcat, 


To ſeal, and conſecrate our high intent, ( þ 
4 


cement : 
Thou didlt it with a ſlave, but we think good 
To bind our Treaſon with a bleeding God. 

- Would it were Hz (wby ſhould I fear to name, 
Or youto hear'c? ) at which we nobly aim !. 


Lives yet that hated er'zzy of our Caſe £ 


Can His weak innocence, and Heaven's care | 
Be thought ſecurity from what we dare? 

Are you then Jeſuits 2 are you fo for nought ? 
In all the Catholick depths of Treaſon taught ? 
In ozthodox, and: ſolid poisning read ? 

{n each'profounder art of killing bred 2 

And can yor fail, or bungle in your trade 2 


Shall one poor life your cowardize upbraid ? 


Tamedaſtard ſlaves | who your profeſſion ſhame, 


And fix difgrace on our great Founder's name. , 
1 of ho : 7 
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* Your proper province; true, you urg'd them on, 


pon the Jeluits. - 
Think what late Series ( an ignoble crew, » 


Not worthy to be rank'd in fin with you ) 

Inſpir'd withlofty wickedneſs, durſt do : 

How from hisThrone they hurl'd a Mozzerch down, 
Aud doubly eas'd him of both Life,and Crown : 
They ſcorr'd in covert their bold att to hide, : 


In open face of Heav'n the work they did, 


And brav'd its vengeance, and its pow'rs defi'd. 


This is his Sox, and mortal too like him, 


Durſt you uſurp the glory of the crime; 


And dare ye not ? Fknow, you ſcorn to be 


By ſuch as they, out-done in villany, 


Were engins in the fact; but they alone 
Share all the open credit, and renown. 


But hold! I wrong our Church, and Cavſe, which 
.need 


No forgin jaftance, nor what others did : 
Think on:that matchleſs A/afſiz, whoſe name 
We with juſt pride can make our happy claim; 


| 


B 4 "He, 
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He, who at killing of an Emperor, C 
To give his poiſon ſtranger force, and pow'r [ MV 
Mixt a God with't, and made it work more ſure: ) = ] 
Bleſt memory ! which ſhall through Age to come Fo Ii 
Stand facred in the Liſts of Hel/, and Rome. F A 
Let onr great Clement, and Ravilac's name, 4 A 


Your Spirits to like heights of fin inflame 3 
Thoſe mighty Souls, who bravely choſe to die 
T*have each a Rojal Ghoſt their company. 
Heroick AQ! and worth their tortures well, 
V/ell worth the ſuff riogof a double Hell, 
Thar, they felt here, and that below, they feel. 

Ard it theſe cannot move you, as they ſhou'd, 
Let ze, and wy example fire your blood : Set 
Think on my yaſt attempt, a glorious deed 
Which durſt the Fateg have ſuffer'd to ſucceed, 
Had rival'd Hels molt proud exploit, and boaſt, 
Ev'n that, which wou'd the King of Fates depos' d, 
| Curſtbe the day, and nere intime inroÞa! 


ARC coren et m,5c aro 
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And curſt the Star, whoſe fpiteful inflnencerul'd 
The luckleſs Mirute, which my projedt ſpoil'd: 


Curt: | ; 


pon the Jelaits. 
Curſe on that Pow'r, who, of himſelf afraid, 


My glory with my brave delign betray'd : 
Juſtly he fear'd, leſt I, who ſtrook ſo high 
In guilt, ſhould next blow up his Realm, and Sky ; 
; And ſol had; atleaſtI would have durſt, 
* And failing, had got off with Fame at worſt. 
; Had you but halt my bravery 1n Sin, 
2 Your work had never thus unfiniſh'd bin; 
Had Ibm Man, 'and the great Act to do; 
H'ad dy'd by this, and bin what I am now, 
Or what Hzs Father is: I would leap Hell 
To reach His Life, tho in rhe mid(t I fell, 


And deeper than beforew——- 


Let rabble Souls, of natrow aim; and reach, 
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Stoop their vile Necks;and dull Obedience preach: 
/ Let them withſlaviſhaw (diſdain'd by me ) 
Adore the purple Rag of Majeſty, 
And think t aſacred 'Relick/of the'Sky : 
Well may ſuch E ools a baſe Subjeftion own, 
:Y /afat to every Aſs, that loads a Throne : 


Fo SATY RT | 
Unlike the ſou]; with which proud I'was born, 
Who could that ſneaking thing a Monarch (corn, 
Spurn off a Crown, andſet my foot inſport 
fIpon the head, that woreit; trod in dirt. , '. "y 
But ſay,what is'tthat binds your hands? do'sfear |Þ 
Fromſuch a glorious a@ion you deter 2 1..; 1. | : | 
Or is't Religion? but you ſirediſclaim/ 3 / ; . :/ 
That frivolous pretenice, that empty name: 1: 
Meer bugbear word, devis'd by Us. toiſcare ? 
The ſenſlefs font to flaviſhneſs, and fear, 
Ne're know toaw the brave;and thoſe,thatdare. ) '# 
Such weak, and feeble things may ſerve for checks : 
To rein, and curb baſe-mettled Hereticks b 
Dull creatures; whoſe nice bogling conſciences 


Startte; or ſtrairyat ſuch flight crimes'as theſe 
ich, whom fond inbred honeſty befools, - 

o thatold muſtypiece the Bible gulls ; 

That hated Book; the bulwark of our foes,'; | 

Whereby they ſtill uphold'their 1@rrcingreaule, 
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apon'the Jeſuits. 
Let no ſuch toys miflead/you frond the road 
Of glory, nor infe& your Sanls-with-good : 
Let never.bold.incroaching Virtue dare 
With» ber grim holy-face to enterthere,. 
No, not'in vety Dreum: have only will. l 
Like Fiends, and Meto covet; andattills - 
Let true (ubſtantial wickedneſs take place; 
Ulſurp, and Reigny) let xt the very trace | 
(lf any yetbe left 3 of good deface.: - 
If ever qualms of inward cowardice © © 
(The things, which lope dull —_—_ conſeivticey! 


riſe, 
Let themin hone of Blood.and hangs drown, 
Or with new weights of guilt ſtill pzefs *em down.” 
Shame, Faith, Religion, Honor, Loyalty, Y 
Nature it-GIf,- whatever checks there be | 
To-loofe, and uncontroPd .impiety, 


be all extinctin you 3 ,own no remorſe 


But that * you've batk* a aſi 1n, have been no worle, 
1m Torr: 


; Ort too much wa fie.” _ 
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12 SATYR L 
Be diligent in Miſchiefs Trade, be each 
Performing.as a Dew; nor ſtick to reach 
- At Crimes moſt dangerous ; where bold deſpair, 
' Madluſt,and heedlefs blind revenge would ne're 
Ev'n look, march you without a bluſh, or fear, 
Inflam'd by all the hazards,, that oppoſe, 
And firm, as burning Martyrs,” to your Cauſe. 
Then you're true Jeſuits, then you're fit to be 
Diſciples of great Loyola,and Me : 
Worthy to xndertake, worthy a Plot, 
Like #hjs, and fit to ſcourge an Huguenot. 


Plagues on that Name! may ſwift confufjon 
ſeize, 


Andutterly blat out the curſed Race : 
' Thrice damn'd be that Apoſtate Monk, from whom 
Sprung firſt theſe Ememies of Us, and Rowe : 


Whoſe pois'nous: Filth, dropt from ingend' ring 
(_ Brain, | 


*% 


By monſtrous Birth did the vile Joſs fawn, 
Which now infeſt each Country, and defile 
With their o'reſ preading ſwarms this good] y Ie, 
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Big Boyfires (hould hayeblaz'd,and ſhone each day, 
2 Totellour Triumphs, and make bright our way: 


' And when'twas dark, in every Lane, and Street Y 


ypont 3he Jeſuits. 13 

Once it was ours, and ſubjeQ to our Yoke, 

Till a late rezging Witch th' Enchantment broke : 

It ſhall again : Hel and I ſay't : have ye 

But courage to make good the Prophehie : 

Not Fate it ſelf ſhall hinder, 
Too ſparing 'wasthe time, too mild the day, 

When our great Mary bore the Exgliſh {way ? 

Unqueen-like pity marr'd her Royal Pow'r, 


Nor was her Purple dy'd enough in Gore. 
Four, or five hundred, ſuch like petty ſum 

Might fall perhaps a Sacrifice to Rowe, 

Scarce worth the naming : hadI had the Pow'r, 

Or been thought fit thave been her Counſelor, 


She ſhou'd have rais'd it to a nobler ſcore. 


Thick flaming Hereticks ſhould ſerve to light 
And ſave the needle(s Charge of Links by night : 


” SATPF RI 
Smithfield faould fill have kept a conſtant fire, 


Which never ſhould be-quench'd, never expire, - 
But with the lives of all the wiſcrca-t rout, 
Till the laſt gaſping breath had blown it out. 

So Nero did, fach was the prudent courſe” 
Taken by all his-mighty Succeſfors, | 
To tame like Hereticks of old by-forcet + . 
They ſcorn'd dull reaſon, and pedantick rules! -** 
To conquer, and reduce the harden'd Fools's - A F 
Racks, Gihbets, Halters were their arguments, I F; 
Which did moſt undeniably convince + | * | 
Grave bearded Liozs manag'd the diſpute, I ; 
fnd reverend Bears their Doctrines did confute : 
And all, who would ſtand out in ſtiff defence, 
They gently claw'd, and worried 1nto ſenſe - 3 


Better than all our Sorbox dotards now, 

Who would by dint of words our Foes ſubdue: 
Fhis was the rigid Diſcipline of old, 
 Whichmedern'ots for Perſecution hold : 
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pon #he Jeſuits. 
Of which dull Azza{iſts in ſtory tell Af 
Strange Legexds, and huge bulky Volumes ſwell 
With Martyr'd Fools, that loſt their way to Hell. 
From theſe, our Church's glorious Arxeſtors, | 


We've: learnt our arts, and made their Methods 
ours: 


Nor have we come behind, the leaſt degree, 


'In afts of rough and manly cruelty : 


Converting Faggots, and the pow'rful ſtake, 


And Sword reſiſtleſs our Apoſtles make. 
This heretofore Bohemia felt, and thus 
Were all the num'rous Proſelztes of Huſs 
Cruſh'd with their head : So Waldo's curſed rout, 
And thoſe of Wick/;ff here were rooted out,(chole, 


Their names ſcarce left.—Sure were-the means,we 


And wrought prevailingly : Fire purg'd the drofs 

Of thoſe foul Hereſes, and ſovereign Steel 

Lopt off th'infeted Limbs the Church to heal. 
Regnown'd was that FrexcbBrave,renown'd his 

A deed,for which the day deſervesits ed (deed, 

Far more than for a paltry Sixt, that died : 


How 
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How goodly was the Sight ! how fine the Show 
. When Paris ſaw through all its Channels flow 

The blood of Huguenots ; when the full Ser, q 
Swell'd with the flood,its Banks with joy o're-ran! £ 
He ſcorn'd like common Murderers to deal | ; 


By parcels, and piecemeal; he ſcorn'd Retail 


Ith' Trace of Death: whole Myriads died by 
th' great, 


Soon as one fingle life ; ſo quick their Fate, 


Their very Pray'rs, and Wiſhes came too late. 


Thisa Kirg did : and great, and mighty 'twas. 


Worthy his high Degree, and Pow'r, and Place, 


And worthy our Religion, and our Cauſe - 


A 
Unmatch'd 'thad been, had not Mac-quire aroſe, 4 
The bold Mac-quire ( who, read in modern Fame, T 
Can be a Stranger to his Worth, and Name? ) Y; | 
Born to out-fin a Morarch, born to Reien ; 
In Guilt, and all Competitors diſdain - P 
Dread memory! whoſe each mention {till can make ' 


Pale Fereticks with trembling Horror quake, 
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T undo a Kingdom, to atchieve a crime 


Like his; who would not fall and die like him > 

Never had Rome a nobler ſervice done, 

Never had Hell z each day came throngibg down 

Valt ſhoals of Gholts,and tive was pleas'd,8 glad, 

And ſmil'd, wheh it the brave revenge ſarvey'di 
Nor dol mention theſe great Inſtances 

For bounds, and limits to your wickedneſs: 

Dare you beyond, ſomething out of the road 

Of all example, where none yet have trod; 

Nor ſba'l hereaftet : what mad Catiline 

Duclt never think, nor's rhadder Poet feign. 

Make the poor baffled Pagan Fool confeſs, 

How much a Chriſtian Crime can conquer his : 

How far in gallant miſchief overcorhe; 

The p/d muſt yield to #ttv,and moderh Rome. 

Mix 1s paſt; preſent, future, in one att; 

One high, one brave, one great, one -lorious F a; 

Which Hel, and very 1 tiay envy 

Such asa God himſelf might wiſh to be 

C 
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A Complicein the mighty villany 


And barter's Heaven, and vouchſafe to die, 
Nor let Delay ( the bane of Enterprize) 
Marr yours, or make the great importance miſs. | 
This fa has wak'd your Enemies, and their fear; 
Let it your vigour too, your haſte, and care. 
Be (ſwift, and let your deeds foreſtall intent, 
Forcſtall evin wiſhes, &'re they can take vent, C 
Nor give the Fates the leiſure to prevent. | 
[-t the full Clouds, which along time did wrap 
Your gath'ning thunder, now with ſudden clap. 


Break out upon your Foes; daſh, and confound, 


And ſpread avoidleſs ruin all around, | 
Let the fir'd City to your Plot give light p 

You raz'd it half before, now raze it quite. 

Do't more ettecually ; I'd (ce it glow 

In flames unquenchable as thoſe below. 


I'd ſee the M{creants with their honſes burn, 
And all together into aſhes turn, 


Bend 


won the Jeſuits. 
Bend next your fury to the curſt Divan ; 


That damn'd Committee, whom the Fates ordain 
Of all our well-Jaid Plots to bs the bane. 
Unkennel thoſe State. Foxes, where they lie 


Working your ſpeedy fate, and deſtiny. 

Lug by the ears thedoting Prelates thence, 

Daſh Hereſie together with thcir Brains 

Oar of their ſhatter'd heads. Lop off the Lords 

And Commons at one ſtroke, and let your Swords 

Adjourn 'em all to th' other World 
Would l were bleſt with fleth and blood again; 


But to be Actor in that happy Scene! 


Yet thus I will be by, and oliat my view, | 
. Revenge ſhall takeits fill, 1n ſtate Il go > 
With captive Ghoſts Vattend me down below. . 
Let theſe the Handfells of your vengeance be; 
But ſtop not here, nor flag in cruelty. 
Kill like a Plague, or Inquiſt;on 3 ſpare 
| No Age, Degree, or Sex; only to weat 
A So); only toown a Life, be here 


© a Thought 
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Thought crime enough to loſe't: no time, hor 


Be SanQuary from your outrages. (” 


Spare not in Churches kneeling Prieſts at pray'r, 
Tho interceding for you, ſlay ev'nthere. 

Spare not young Infants ſmiling at the breaſt, 
Who from relenting Fools their mercy wrelt : 
Rip teeming Wombs, tear ont the hated Brood. 


Froni thence, & drown 'em in their Mothers blood. 
Pity not Virgins, nor their tender cries, 

Tho proftrate dt your feet with melting eyes 

All drown'd in tears; ſtrike home, as 'twere in /»ſf, 
And force their begging hands to guide the thruſt, 
Raviſh at th' Altar, kill when you have done, 
Make them your Rapts, and Vidims too in one. 
Nor let gray hoary haits proteQtion give 


To Age, juſt crawling on the verge of Life : 
Snatch from its leaning handsthe weak ſupport, ' 
And with it knock't into the grave with ſport ; 
Brain the poor Cri pple with his Crutch, then cry, 
You've kindly rid him of his miſery. * 
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Scal up your ears to Mercy, leſt their words : 


Shagld tempt a pity, ram 'em with your Swords 


(Their tongues too) down their throats; let 'em 
| not dare 


To mutter for their Souls a gaſping Pray, 

But in the utt'sance choak'r, and ſtab it there. 

'Twere witty handſom Malice (coujd you do't) 

To make'em die, and make'em damn'd ta boot. 
Make Children by ane Fate with Parents die, 

Kill ev'n revenge in next Poſterity : Sf 

So youll be peſter'd with no Orphans cries, 

No Childleſs Mothers curſe your Memories. 

Make Death, and Deſolation ſivim in blood 

Throughour theLard, with noughttoſtop the floog 

But (laughter'd Carcaſſes ;: till the whole I/+ 

Become one tomb, become one fur'ral pile ; 

Till ſuch vaſt numbers {well the countleſs ſumm, 

That the wide Grave, and wider Hell want zoom. 
Great was that Tyrarts-wiſh, which ſhquld be 
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What neither Saxoz rage could here inflict, 


Freely I would beltow t onEngland naw, torow. 
That the whole Nation. with one neck mighty 


To be flic'd off, and you-to givethe blow. 


Nor Dancs more ſavage, nor the barb'rous Pi; 3 
What Spaiz, nor Eighty Eigkt could ere deviſe, 
With all its Fleet, and freight of cruelties; ' 
What ne'er Medina wiſh'd; mich leſs could dare, 
And bloodier [va would with trembling hear; 
What may ſtrike out dire Prodigies of old, 
And make their mild, and gentler aQs untold 
What Heav'ns Judgments, nor the angry Stars, 
Foreign Invaſions, nor Domeſtick Wars, _ 
Plague, Fire, nor Famine could effe& or do; 
All this, and more be dar'd, and done by TN 
But why doI with idle talk delay 


ik Your hands, and while they ſhould be ating. ſcay? 


Farewell-—- 


If I may waft a Pray'r foryour ſucceſs, 


Hell be your ad, and your high projes bleſs! 


May 


por the Jeluits. 23 
May that vile Wretch,if any here there be, | 


That meanly ſhrinks from brave Iniquity 
If any here feel-pity, or remorſe, 

May he feel all, I've bid you act, and worſe / 
May he by rage of Foes unpitied fall, ' 


r.4 
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And they tread out his hated Squl to Hell © ... 
May's Name,and Carcaſe rot,expos'daliketgbe 


The everlaſting mark of grinning [nfamy, 
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ay, if our ſins are grown | ſo high of late, 


ThatHeay.nnolanger can adjourn ourkate; 
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May'tpleaſe ſome milder Yengeance to deviſe, 
Plague, Fire, Sword, Dearth, or any thing but this. 
Let it rain (calding Showers of Brimſtoxe down, | ; 
To burn us, and of old the (uſiful Town : 
Let a new deluge overwhelm agen, 
And drown at ance our Land ,our Lives, our Sin. 
Thus gladly well compound, all this we'll Pays 
Ta have this ork of Its remov'd away, 
Judgments of other kinds are often lene wt 
In mercy oply, not for puniſhment - | 
But where theſe lght, they (hey a Nation's ate 
i given up,nd paſt fox reprobate. ; 

When Gol tfis ſtack of wrath an Eeypt ſpent, / 
To make J {tabborn Land, and Kivg repent, 
Fparing the reſt, had he this one Plague (cnt; 3 
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For this alone his People had been quit, 

And Pharaoh circumcisd a Proſehte. 

| Wonder no longer why no Corſe, like theſe, 

2 Was known, or ſuffer'd in the Primitive days : 

4 They neyer finn'd enough to merit it, cli 
* *Twas therefore what Heay'ns juſt pow'r thought 


” To ſcourge this latter, and more finful age 
| { With all the dregs, and ſqueeſings of his rage. 
> Togq dearly isproud Spain with England quit 
"2 For all her loſs ſuſtein'd jn Eighty Eight 
| For all the 1, our Warlike Virgin wrought, 
OrDrake,and Rawleigh her great Scourges brought. 
2 Awply was ſhe reyeng'd in that one birth, (forth; 
. When Hell for her the Biſcain Plague brought 
| Great Counter-plague ! in which unhappy we 
* Pay bagkher ſuffrings with full uſury * 
Than whom alone none ever was defi ign 'd 
| Tentail a wider curſe on Human kind, 
But he, who firſt begot us, and firſt ſig'd. 
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Happy the World had been, and happy Thou, 


(Leſs damn'd at leaſt, and leſs accurſt than now) 
It early with leſs guilt in War th'had(t dy'd, 

And from enſuing miſchiefs Mankind freed. 

Or when thou view'dft the Holy Land,and Tomb, 
Th'had'ſt ſuffer'd there thy brother Traitor's doom. * 
Curſt bethe womb,that with the F;rebrand teem'd, 
Which ever ſince has the whole Globe inflam'd ; 
More curſt that ill-aim'd Shot, which baſely mil, 
Which maim'd a l;xzb,bur ſpar'd thy hated breaſt, 


And madeth' at once a Cripple, and a Prieſts. 
But why this wiſh? The Churchif fo might lack 


Chanipions, good works, and Saints for th' Almanacks 
Theſe are the Janizaries of the Cafe, 

The Life-Guard of the Roman Sultan, choſe : 
To break the force of Hugnenots, and Foes. 

* The Churches Hawkers in Divinity. 

Who 'ſtead of Lace, and Ribbons, Dofrine cry : 
Rome's Strowlers, who ſurvey each Cantinent, 


Its trinkets, and commodities to vent, 


E x- 


we 
4 
of 


FE. 
% 


os 
*% a 


# 
*, 
- _ 
., % 
. 
. 


pon the Jeſuits, a7 
Export the Goſpel, like mere ware, for ſale, 


And truck't for Indigo, and Cytchoneal. 
As the known Fu@Gors here, the Brethrez, once 
Swopt Chriſt about for Bodkins, Rings, and Spoons, 
And ſhall theſe great Apoſtles be contemn'd, 
And thus by ſcoffing Hereticks deftain'd ? 
* They, by whoſe means both Izdies now enjoy 
The two choice Bleſhngs, Pox and Popery ? 
Y Which buried elſe in ignorance had been, 
; Nor known the worth of Beads, and Bellarmine 
| Tt pitied holy Mother Church to ſee 
7 A World ſodrown'd in groſs [delatry : 
| Itgriev'd toſee ſuch goodly Nations hold 
' Bad Errors and unpardonable Gold. ' 
Strange! what a zeal can powerful Cozz infuſe | 
- What Charity Preces of Eight produce! | 
So you were choſen th* fitteſt to reclaim 
The Pagan World, and give't a Chriſtian Name, 
And great was the fucceſsz whole Myriads ſtood 


"4 x 3 . I 4 "the > 
-» A nd b m_ $.& Gn % 
+7 oe IS... Pe Sr BREE EISFG . 


At Font, and were baptis'd in their own blood, 


Millions 
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Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to þurn 


Before their time, be damg'd before their turn. 
Yet theſe were jn compaſſion ſent to Hell, 

The reſt reſerv'd in ſpite, and worſe to feel, 

Compell'd inſtead of Fiexds to worſhip yor, 4 


The more inhumane Devils of the two. 3 
Rare way, and method of Converſion this, mY 
To make your Votaries your Sacrifice | F 
If to deſtroy be Reformation thought ; % 


APlague as well might the good work have wrought, 
Now ſee we why yqur Fonnder, weary grown F 
Would lay his former Trade of Kiling down : 
He found * was dull, he found a Crown would be 

A firer caſe, and badge of cruelty. 

Each ſniv'lling Hero Seas of Blood can (pill, 

When wrongs proyoke,and Honour bids him kill, 
Eachtiny Bulh. Lives can freely bleed, 

When preſsd hy}Vine,or Punkto knock o'th' head: * 
Give me your: chrough-pac'd Rogue, who ſcorns 
Prompted by poor Revenge, or Injury, (to.b 
But doevit of true inbred cruelty : 


Your 


I Stretch'd up to Heav'n, t'other to make the Paſs. | 


; | Cut throats in Godly pure ſincerity : 
7 So they with lifted hands, and eyes devout, 


* Had he been Jeſuit, had he butput on 
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Your cool, and ſober Merderer, who ptays, 
And ſtabs at the ſame tire, who one hand has 


So the late Saints of bleſſed memory, 


Said Grace, and carv'd a ſlaughter'd Monarchout; 
Whet: the firſt Traitor Cais (too good to be 

Thought Patron of this black Fraternity ) 

His bloody Tragedy of old defign'd; 

One death alone quench'd his revengeful mi 

Content with but a quarter of Mankind : 


Their ſavage cruelty ; the reſt had gone : 

His hand had ſent old A4dam after too, 

And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. 
And yet 'twere well, were their foul har 


- 


Bare fin: 'tis ſomething ev'n to own a fault. 
But here the boldeſt flights of wickedneſs 
Are ſtampt Religios, and for currant paſs: 
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The blackeſt, uglieſt, horrid'ſt, damned'ſt deed, y i 
For which Hel flames, the Schools a Title need, 1 


If.done for Holy Church; is ſanified. I 
This conſecrates the bleſſed Work, and Tool, | 4 
Nor muſt we ever after think 'em foul. 7 


To undo Realms, kill Parents, murder Kings, 
Are thus but petty trifles, venial things, 

Not worth a Confeſſor 5 nay, Heav'n ſtall be 
It ſelf invok'd t'abet th' impiety. 

Grant, gracious Lord, ( Some Reverend Villain b 
{That this the bold Aſſertor of our Cauſe (prays) $ 
* May with ſucceſs accompliſh that great end, | 
© For which he was by thee, and us deſipn'd. | 
* Do thou this Arm, and Sword thy ſtrength im- ©: 
, And guide 'em [teddy tothe Thrants heart. Ms | | 
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* Grant him for every meritorious thruſt ps 
* Degrees of bliſs above among the Juſt ; V 
© Where holy Garret, and S, Guyare plac'd, bi 
© Whom works. like this, before have thither rais'd: bs 


| J 
Vers 2 © 


apon the Jeſuits. 31 
«s Where they are interceding for us now 3 

« For ſure they're there. Yes queſtipnleſs, and nf 
Good Nero is, and Djocleſian too, 

| And that great ancient Saint Heroftratus, 

And thelate godly Martyr at Thowloxſe. 

* Dareſomething worthy Newgate,and the Tow'r. 
; If you'l be caroniz'd, and Heav'n enſure. 

* Dull primtive Fools of old! who would be good, 
* Who would by virtue reach the bleſt abode: 

* Far other are the ways found out of late, 

* Which Mortals to that happy place tranſlate: 

: Rebellion, Treaſon, Murder, Maſlacre, 

* The chief logredients now ef Sairt-ſoip are, 

And Tyburn only ſtocks the Calendar, . 

: Unhappy Judas, whote 1ll fate, or chance 

- Threw him upon groſs times of ignorance 


Who knew not how to value; or eſteem 


The worth, and merit of a glorious crime! 
| Should his kind Stars have let him ated now; 
Had dy'd abſolv'd,and dy'd a Martyr too. 


Hear'ſt . 


m _ | $4&X&T2.3& 
Hear't thou,G:eatGod, ſuch daring blaſphemy, | 
And let'it thy patient Thunder ſtill lie by ? 
Strike, and avenge, leſt ithpibus Abriſts ſay; * 
Chance guides the world,;and has uſurp'd thy c way; \ 
Leſt theſe proud proſp” rous Villains too confeſs, , 
Tou'rt ſcnſleſs; as they make thy Images. 
Thou juſt, and facred Pow'r! wilt thou admit | 
Such Gueſts ſhould in thy glorious preſence fit ? p 
If Heav'n ca with fuch company diſpence; | 
Well did the Indie pray, Might he keep thence! i 
But this we only feign, all vain, and falſe, | 
As their own Leeewds, Miracles, ahd Tales; 
Either the groundleſs calumnies of ſpite; 
Or idle rants of Poetry, and Wir. 
We wiſh they were: but you hear Garnet cry 
© [didit, and would do't again z had I 
«* As much of Blood, as many Lives as Roxre 
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© Has ſpilt in what the Fools call Mariyrdow : F 
* As many Souls as Sins 4 1d freely ſtake 
© All them, and mote for Mothet Church's ſake. 
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For that I'll ſtride o're Crowns, ſwim through a 
Flood, 


|. © Made up of ſlaughter'd Monarch's Brains, and 
© Blood. 


*For that no live; of Hereticks [ll ſpare, 
; * But reap 'em down with leſs remorſe, and care 
© «< Than Tarquin did the Poppy-heads of old, 
7 ©Orwe drop Beads,by which our Pray'rs are told, 


| Bravely reſolv'd! and 'twas as bravely dard : 
- But (lo! ) the Recompence,and great Reward 
> The wight is to the Almanack prefert'd. 


b Rare motives to be damn'd for holy Cauſe; 


"uh . 
= A few red Letters, and ſome painted ſtraws | 
2 Fools! who thus truck with Hell by Mobhatra; 


F ; And play their Souls againſt no ſtakes away. 
| 'Tis ſtrange with what an holy Impudence 
= The Villain caxght, his innocence maintains ? 
Denies with Oaths the Faft, untill it be 
; Leſs guilt to own it than the perjury : 
, By th' Maſs, and bleſſed Sacraments be [ivears, 
This Marys Milk; and t'other Mary's Tears, 


A nd the whole muſter-roll in Calendars. . | 
2 D Not 


34 \ > & i / 
Not yet ſwallow the Falſhood ? if all this 


Won't gain a reſty Faith z he will on's knees 
Th' Evangeliſts, and Lady's Pſalter kiſs. 

To vouch the Lye: nay, more, to make it good 
Mortga ge his Soul upon't, his Heav'n, and God, 
Damn'd faithleſs ZZereticks! hard to convince, 
Who truſt no VerdiCt but dull obvious Senſe, 


Unconſcionable Courts ! who Prieſts deny 
Their Benefit oth Clergy, Perjury. . 
Room for the Martyr'd Saints! behold they come! ll 
With what a noble Scorn they meet their Doom? : & 
Not Knights oth Poſt, nor often Carted Whores 
Shew more of Impudence, or leſs Remorſe. 


O glorious, and heroick Conltancy |! 
T hat can forſwear upon the Cart, and die 


With gaſping Souls expiring in a Lye. 
None but tame Sheepiſh Criminals repent, 
Who fear the idle Bugbear, Puniſhment : 
Your Galant Sinner ſcorns that Cowardice, 
The poor regret of having done amils : 


Brave he, to his firſt Principles (till true, by "S 
an 3 
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Can face'Damnatior), Sin with Hell in view: 
And bid'it take the Soul, he does bequeath, j 
And blow it thither with hisdying breath. 


Dare fiich, as theſe, profeſs Religion's Name ? 
Who, ſboul& they own't, and be believ'd 3 would 


ſhame 


It's Practice out o'th' World, would Atheiſts make 


Firmin their Creed, and vouch it at the Stake ? 
} Is Heav/n for ſuch, whoſe Deeds make Hel/too good, 
 Toomilda Pexance for their curſed Brood? 


For whole unheard-of Crimes, and damned Sake 


Fate mult below new ſorts of Yorture make, 
Since, when of old it fram'd that place of Doom, 
T was thought no guilt, like this,could thither come = 


Baſe recreant Souls! would you have Kings 
trult you, 


Who never yet kept your Allegiance true 

To any but HelPs Prince? who with more eaſe 
& Canſwallowdown moſt ſolemn Perjuries, 

Than a Tows. BuUie common Oaths, and Lies? 

Arethe French Harry's Fates ſo ſoon forget? 


D 3 On- 
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And thoſe fine Streamers, that adorn'd ſo long 
" The Bridge, and Weſtminſter, and yet had hung, 
Were they not (toln, and now for Relicks gone?\ 
Think Tories Loyal, or Scotch Covenanters: 
Robb'd Tzeers gentle; courteous, faſting Bears: 
Atheiſts devout, and thrice-wrack'd Mariners : 
Take Goats for Chaſt, and cloiſter'd Marmoſites : 
For plain, and open two-edg'd Paraſites : 
Believe Bawds modeſt, and the ſhameleſs Stews, 
And binding Drunkard Oaths,and Strumpet's Vows : 
And when in time theſe Contradiction meet ; 
Then hope to find 'em in a Loyolite : 
To whom, tho gaſping, ſhould I credit give ; 
I'd think 'twere Sin, and damn'd like unbelief. 
Oh for the Swediſh Law enacted here! 
No Scare-crow frightens like a Prieſt-Gelder, 


Hunt them, as Beavers are, force them to buy 
Their Lives with Ranſom of their Lechery. 
Or let that wholſome Statute bereviv'd, 


Which England heretotore from Wolves _— 
ax 


= . ©. - as . « 
2» 4 Jy bo A *uh- * J 
= Wks = > / .- + 4 no OOTY . 
Ee 46> air oben; —_, *: A ©," "Ny . 
EEE an” " 
"> IE At 


4 I Fg ' ; 
a ATI ty 


” Blindfold to Hel, and thank, and pay their Guide: 


_ Your Catesby, Faux, and Garnet, thouſands more, 


' And thaſe, wha hence kavc'lately rais'd the gco.e 
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Tax every Shiye inſtead of them to bring 


Each Year a certain tale of Jeſuits in ; 

And let their mangled Quarters hang the [le 

To feare all future Vermin from the Soil, 
Monſters avaunt ! may ſome kind whirlwind ſweep 
Our Land, and drown theſe Loouſts in the deep : 
Heace ye loath'd Objects of our Scorn, and Hate 
With all the Curſes of an injur'd State: 

Go, foul Impoſtors, to ſome duller Soil, 

Some eaſier Natioz with your Cheats beguile -] 
Where your orols common (u/eries may pals, 
To ſlur, and top on bubled Conſciences : 

Where Ignorance, and th' Inquiſition Rules, 
Where the vile Herd 'of poor Implicit Fools 


Are damn'd contentedly, where they are led 


Go,where all yaur black Tribe before are gone, 
Follow Chaſtel, Ravillac, Clement down,7 


D 3 . VWige, 
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Where the Grand Traitpr now, and all the Crew 


Of his Diſciples muſt receive their Due : 
Where Flames, and Tortures of Eternal Date 


Muſt puniſh you, yet ne're can explate : 
Learn duller Feinds your unknown Cruelties, 
Such asno Wit, but yours, could e're deviſe, 
No Guilt, but yours,deſerve; make Hell confel | 
It ſelf out-done, its Devils damn'd for les. 


—_ —_ — OO _—————— 
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TW © Ong had the far'd Impoſtor found Succeſs, 
* B Long ſeen his damn'd Fraterniti's increaſe, 
= AJUn Wealth,and Power, Miſchief,and Guile improv'd, 
L By Popes, and Pope-rid Kings upheld, and lou'd: 
> Ladenwith Years, and Sins, and num'tons Scars, 
Got ſome ith Field, but moſt in other Wars, 
* Now finding Life decay, and Fate draw near, 
y : Grown ripe for Hell, aud Roman Calendar, 
; He thinks it worth his Holy Thoughts, and Care, 
Some hidden Rules, and Secrets to Impart, 
The Proofs of longs Experience, and deep Art, 
Which te his Succeſſors may uſeful Le 
In condut of their future Villany. 
Surmon'd togetber, all th Officious Band 
The Orders of their Bedrid-Chief attend 3 
Doubtful, what Legacy he will bequeath, 


And wait with greedy Ears his dying Breath : | 
D 4 An 
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With ſuch quick Duty Vaſſal Fiends below 
To meet commands of their Dread Monarch go, 

| On Pillow rais d, he do's their entrance greet, 

And joys to ſeethe wiſh'd Aſſembly meet : 

They ia glad Murmur: tel their Jey aloud, 

Toen a deep ſilence ſtills th expeding Crond, 

# ike Delphick Hag of old, by Fiend poſſeſt, 

He fwells, wild Frenzy, beaves bis panting Breſt, 
His briſiling Hairs ſtick up, his Eye-Balls glow, 
And from: bis Mouth long ſlrakes of Drivel flow : 
Thrice with due Rev rgnce he himſelf doth croſs, 
Then thus bis Heliſh Oracles diſcloſe. 

Ye firm Aſſociates of my great Deſign, 
Whomthe ſame Vows, and Oaths,and Order joy, 
The faithful Band, whom I, and Rowe have choſe, 
The laſt Supporg of our declining Caule ; 4 
Whoſe Conqu'ring Troops I with Succeſs have led 
Gainſt all Qppoſers of our Church, and Head; 
Who ere to the mad German owe their Riſe, 
(Fenewa's Rebels, or the hot-bram'd $wiſe 5 


Revolted 
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Revolted Hereticks, who late have brake 


And durſt throw off the long-worn Sacred Yoke; 3 
You,by whoſe bappy Influence Rome can boalf, 


A greater Empire, than by Luther lol: 


XZ By whom wide Najurc's far-ſtretch'd Limits now, 
b And utmoſt Indies to its Crofier Boy ; 

7 Go on, ye mighty Championg of qur Ca, 
 Maintainour Party, and ſubdue our Foes ; 

© Kill Hereſie, that rank, and poisnous Weed, 
3 Which threatens now the Church to overſpread ; 
: I Fire Calviz, and his Neſt of Upſtarts out, 

1 Whg tread our Sacred Mitre under Foot ; 


L. Stray'd Germany reduce ; let it no more 
| {Thi Inceſtuous Monk of Wittemberg adore; 
| > Make ſtubborn Ergl, ance more ſtoop its Crowp, 
| 4 And Fealty tq our Prieſtly Sovereign own : 
; Regain our Church's Rights, the 1/and clear 
From all remaining Dregs of Wickliff there, 
. Plot, Enterprize, contrive, endeavour ; ſpare 


| No toll, nor Pains : no Death, nor Danger fear: 


Reltleſs 
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Reſtleſs'your Aims purſue : let no defear 

Your ſprightly Courage, and Attempts rebate, 
But urge to fteſb, and bolder, ne're to end 

- Till the whole World to our great Caliph bend : 
Till he thro' every Nation every where 

Bear Sway, and Reign as abſolute, as here : 


Til» without controul, and Conteſt be 
The Univerfal Ghoſtly Monarchy. 


Oh! thitkind Heaven a longer Thread would F 
give, ' 


And let me to that happy JunQure live : 

But 'tis decreed !-—-at this he paus'd, and wept, . 
The reſt alike time with his Sorrow kept : 

| Then thus continued be-—- Since unjuſt Fate 


Envies my Race of Glory longer date 

Yet, as a wounded General, e're he dies, 

To his ſad Troops, fighs out his laſt Advice, 
(Who, tho they muſt his fatal Abſence moan, 
By thoſe great Leſſons conquer, when he's gone) 


SoTto you my laſt Inſtructions give, 


And breath out Counſel with my parting Life : 


Let # 
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Let each to my important words give Ear, 
Worth your attention, and my dying Care. 


Firſt, and the chiefeſt thing by me enjoyn'd. 
The Solemn'(t tie, that muſt your Order bind, 
# | Let each without demur, ori{cruple pay 
V A ſtri& Obedience to. the Rowan Sway : 

” To the unerring Chair all Homage Swear, 
| Altho a Punk, a Witch, a Fiend (it there : 
& Who e're 1s tothe Sacred Mitre reard, 


' Believe all Vertues with the placeconferr'd ; 
4 Think him eſtabliſh'd: there by Heavn, tho he 
5 Has Altars rob'd for bribes the choice to buy, 
4 Or pawn'd his Saul to Hell for Simony : | 
f Tho he be Atheiſt, Heathen, Tzrk, or Jew, 
* Blaſphemer, Sacrilegious, Perjur'd too : 
> Tho Pander, Bawd, Pimp, Pathick, Buggerer, 
What E're old Sodew's Neſt of Lechers were: 
Tho Tyrant, Traitor, Pois'oner, Parricide, 
Magician, Monſter, 3ll, that's bad beſide: 
\ Fquler than Infamy ; the very Lees, 


The Sink, the Jakes, the Common-ſhore of Vice : 
" Strait 
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Strait connt him Holy, Vertnous, Good, Devony, 


Chaſt, Gentle, Meek, a Saint, a God, who not? 


Make Faic hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have | 


Pow'r to Predeſtinate without his leave: | 


None be admitted there, but who he pleaſe, 
Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 
Hold thoſe amongſt the higheſt rank of Saints, 
Whom e're he to that Honour ſhall advance, 
Tho here the Refuſe of the Jail, and Stews, 2H 
Which Hell it ſelf would ſcarce for lumber chul: . | 
But count all Reprobate, and Damn'd,and worſe, ; 
Whom he,when Gout,or Tiffick Rage,ſhall curſe: 


Whom he in Anger Excommunicates, 
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For Friday Meals, and abrogating Sprats ; 
Orin juſt Indignation ſpurns to Hell 
For jearing Holy Toe, and Pantofle. 

What ere-heſays, eſteem for Holy Writ, 
And text Apocryphal, if he think fit : 
Let arrant Legends, worſt of Tales, and Lies, 


Falfer than Capgraves, and Poraginer, 


Than 


— a boa 
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Than £»ixot, Rablais, Amadis de Gaul; 


Is fign'd with Sacred Lead, and Fiſher's Scal 
Be thought Authentick and Canonical. 


* Again, if he Ordaintin his Necrees, 
Let very Goſpel for meer Fable paſs : 

2 Let Right be wrong, Black White, andVertueVice, 

No Sun, no Moon, nor no Antipodes : 

|  Forſwear your Reaſon,Conſcience,& your Creed, 

2 Your very Senſe, and Exclid, if he bid. 

; Let it be held leſs heinous, lefs amiſs, 

Z To break all Gods Commands, than one of hig: 

| When his great Miſſions call, without delay, 


| Without Reluctance readily Obey, 


= Nor let your Inmoſt Wiſhes dare gainſay : 
3 Should he to Bantam, or Jepan command, 
© Or fartheſt Bounds of Sonther» unknown Land, 

SF arther than Avarice its Vaſſals drives, 

Thro' Rocks,and Dangers,loſs of Blood,and Lives; 
Like great Xavier's be your Obedience ſhowh, 


- Outſtrip his Courage, Glory, and Renown 3 


Whom 
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Whom neither yawning Gulphs of deep'Deſpair, 
Nor ſcorching'Heats of burning Line could ſcate: 


Whom Seas, nor Storms, nor Wracks could make 
refrain | 


From propagating Holy Faith, and Gain. 
It-he but-nod Commiſſions out-to kill, 
But becken.Lives of Hereticks to ſpill 
Let th' Inquiſtior rage, freſh Cruelties 
Make the dire Engines groan with tortur'd Cries: # 


Let Campo Flori every day be {trow'd F- 
With the warm Aſhes of the Luthran Brood: & : 
Repeat again Bohemian Slaughters ore, Z- 
And Piedmont Vallies drown with floating Gore: | 
Swifter than Murdering Angels, when they fly 
On Errands of avenging Deſtiny, 


Fiercer.than Storms let looſe, with eager haſte 
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Lay Cities, Countries, Realms, whole Nature waſte. 

Sack, Raviſh, burn, deſtroy, f12y;maſlacre, 

Till the ſame Grave their Lives, and Names interr: 
| Thelearethe Rights to our great Myfty due; 


The ſworn Allegiance of your Sacred Voy : 4 
Wh# F' 
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What elſe we in our Votaries require, 
What other Gif, next follows to enquire. 

And firſt it will our great Advice befit. | 
What Soldiers to your Liſts yon oughtadmit, 
To Natives of the Church, and Faith; like you, 
The foremoſt rank of Choice is juftly due: 
'Mong(t whom the chiefeſt place affign to thoſe, 
© Whoſe Zeal has moſtly Signaliz'd the Cauſe. 

* Bntlet not Entrance be to them deny'd, 
Rr Who ever {hall deſert the adverſe Side: 


4 Omit no Promiſes of Wealth, or Power, 


| That may inveigled Hereticks allure: (Rowan, 
Z Thoſe, whomgreat learning, parts, or wit re- 
4 Cajole with hopes of Honours, Scarlet Gowns, | 
| 4 Provincial.ſhips, and Palls, and Triple Crowns, | 
; This muſt a ReQtor, that a Provoſt be, | 
* Athird ſacced to the next Abbacy : 
Some Princes Tutors, others Confeſſors 
'To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors: 
\. Theſcare ſtrong Arguments, which ſeldom fail, 


- Which more than all your weak giſputes pou 
6 4 
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Exclude not thoſe of leſs deſert, decree 


To all Revolters your Foundation free : 

Toall, whom Gaming, Drunkenneſs, or Luſt, | 
To Need, and Popery ſhall have reduc'd : & 
To all, whom lighted Love, Ambition croſt, 1 
Hopes often bilk't, and Sought Preferment laſt, 
Whom Pride, ot Diſcontent, Revenge, or Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Deſpair ſhall Proſelyte : 4 
Thoſe Pow'rful Motives, which the moſt bring in, <4 
Moſt Converts to our Church, and Order win. 7 
Reject not thoſe, whom Guilt, and Crimes at home 7 


Have made to us for Sanftuary come : . 
Let Sinners of each Hue, and Size, and Kind, \ , K 
Here quick admittance, and fafe Refuge find : F 
Be they from Juſtice of their Country fled, - 


With Blood of Murders,Rapes,and Treaſons diet!: $, 
No Varlet, Rogue, or Miſcreant refuſe, f 
From Gallies, Jails, or Hell it ſelf broke looſe. 

By this you ſhall in Strength, and Numbers grow 


And m edch day to your throng'd Cloiſters 
OW 2 | 


So 
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5o Rome's-and Mecc#sfirſt:great Founders didy: i) 
By ſuch wiſe Methods tnadetheir Churches ſpread:: 

When' ſhaven Crown; ! and .hallow-dl þ Wes 


Power . | PETIA 
Has dub'd him Saint, that Villain was before 
Enter, leti it his firſt Endeavour be. 
To ſhake off all remains of Modelty, -— : 
Dull ſneaking Modelty, not more unfit F d 
&, For needy flatt” ring Poets, when they write, 
3 | Or trading Punks, thap for a Jeſuit : 
A If any, Novice feel at firſt a bluſh, 


= Let Wine, and frequent converſe with the SteWsS > 


Reform the Fop, and ſhame i it out of Ute, 
® Untcach the puling Folly by degrees, 


* And train kim to a well- bred S! hameleſaeſs, 

4 Get that great Git, and Talent, Lmpudence, 
Accompliſh' t Mankind's higheſt Excellence : 

'Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 


Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate 5 
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Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a Peer, 


An Afs a Biſhop, can viF't Blockkeads rear 
To wear Red Hats, and fit m Porph'ry Chair. 
Tis Learning, Parts, and Skill, and Wit, and Senſe, - '? | 


Worth, Merit, Honour, Vertue, Innocence. 
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Next for Religion, learn what's fit to take, 
How ſmall a Dram do's the jaſt Compond make. 
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As much as is by the Crafty States-men worn 
For Faſhion only, orto ſerve a turn: I 
To bigot Fools its idle Praftice leave, 5 
Think it enough the empty Form to have : 

The outward Show is ſeemly, cheap, and light, 
The Subſtance Cumberſome, of Coſt, and Weight: | YG 
The Rabble judge by what appears to th' Eye, 


None, or but few the Thoughts within Deſcry, | 
Make't you an Engine to ambitions Pow' Ly 
To ſtalk behind, and hit your Mark more ſure: 
A Cloak'to cover well-hid Kmnavery, | 

Like it, when us'd, tobe with eaſe thrown by: 


A ſhifting Card, by which your Courſe to ſteer, 


And taught with every qhanging Wind to veer. 
| Let 
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Let no Nice, Holy, Conſcientious Als 


Amonglt your better Company find place, ( 


Me, and your Foundatian to diſgrace : 


Let Truth be baniſkt, ragged Vertue ily, 


And poor unprofitable Honeſty ; 


Weak Idols, who their wretched Slaves betray 


To every Rook, and every Knave a Prey: 


Theſe lie remote, and wide from Intereſt, 
Farther than Heaven fromHell,orEaſt __ 


Far, as they e're were diſtant from the breaſt. 
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Think not your {elvest' Aultertities conftin'd, 
Or thoſe ſtrict Rules, which other Orders bind , 
To Capachins, Carthuſtans, Cordddiers 


Leave Penance, meager abſtinence, and Prayers: 
= TInlouſie Rags let Beeging Fryars lye, 

«; Content on Straw, or Boards to mortifte : 

Let them with Sackclonth diſcipline their Skins, 
And ſcoutgethem fyr their madneſs, and their Sins: 
Let pining Arnchorets in Grotto's ſtarve, 


| Who from the Liberties of Nature ſwerve- 


Who 
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Who make't their chief Religion not to eat, 

And place't in naſtineſs, and want of Meat: 

Live you in Lzyxury, and pamper'd Eaſe, 

As if whole Nature were your Catereſs. 

Soft be your Beds, as thoſe, which Monarch's Whores 
Lye or, or Geurs of Bed-rid Emperors: 


Your I/ararobes (tor'd with choice of Suits, more 


dear 
Than Cardinals on high Proceſhions wear : 


With Daintics load "your Boards, whoſe every 


Diſh 
May tcmpt cloy'd Gluttans, or Vitelizs Wiſh. 
Each fit a longing @reer: let richelt Wires 


Witch AMi:th your Heads inflame, with L»ft your 
Veins: 


Such as the Friends of dying Popes would give 
For Cordials.to prolong their gaſping Life. 
Ne're let the Nazarene, whoſe Badg, and Name 


You wear, upbraid you with a Conſcious Shame; 


". 
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Leave him his ſhighted Homrlies, and Rules, 


J5 


To ſtuff the Squabbles of the wrangling Schools x 


Diſdain, that he, and the poor angling Tr/be, 


Should Laws, and Government to you preſcribe 


Let none of thoſe good Fools your Patterns make; 


Inſtead of them, the mighty Judas take. 
Renown'd Jſcariot, fit alone to be 

Th Example of our great Society : 

Whoſe daring Guilt detpis'd the common React, 
And icorn'd to (toop at Sin beneath a God. 


And now tis time I ſhould I»ſtruGions give, 


What Wiles, and Cheats the Rabble beſt deceive : 


Each Aee, and Sex, their difi'rent Paſſions wear, 
To ſuit with which requires a prudent Care : 
Youyga Is Capriczour, Headſtrone, Fickle, Vain, 
Given to Lawleſs Pleaſure, Age to gain : 

Old Wives, in Superſtition over-grown, 

With Chimny Tales, and Stories belt are won; 
Tisno mean 7alext rightly to defcry, 


EP _ Ki 
What ſcveral Baits to each you ought apply. 
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The Credulous, and ealie of Belief, 


With Miracles, and well-fram'd Lies deceive. 
Empty whole Suarins,and the Talmnd : drain 

Saint Francis, and Saint Makomet's Alcoran : 
Sooner ſhall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, 


Than you a Stock of Lies, and Legends need. 


Tell how bleſt Virgiz to come down was ſeen, 
Like Play-Houſe Punkdeſcending in Machine: 
How ſhe writ Bilezs Doux, and Love- Diſcourſe, \ 

Made Aſſignations, Viſits, and Amonrs : 4 
How Hops diſtreſt, her Seock for Banver bore, 
Which vanquiſh'd Foes, and murder'd at twelve ,' 
Relate how Fiſh i Conventicles met, (Score. 


And Mackyel were with Bait of DoGize caught : 


How Cattel have Judiciens Hearers becn, 4b 
And Sones pathetically cry'd Amen : "4 


How conlccrated Hives with Bells was hung, 
And Bees kept Maſs, and Holy Anthems Surg : 
How Pigs to th' Res'ry kneel'd, and ſheep were 


he 
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To bleat Te Dex, and Magnificat : (taug 


How 
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How Flz-Flap of Church-Cenſure Houſes rid 


Of Tnſe&s, which at Curſe of Fryer dy'd: 
How travelling Saints, well mounted on a Switch, 
Ride Jourxeysthro' the Air, like Lapland Witch : 
And terrying Cowls Religious Pilgrims bore 
O're waves with the helpof Sail, or Oar. 
Nor let Xavier's great Wonders paſs conceal'd, 
How Storms were by th' Almighty Wafer quell'd; 
How zealous Crab the ſacred Image bore, 
And ſwam a Cath lick to the diſtant Shore 
With Shams, like theſe, the giddy Rout willead, 
Their Fol, and their Superſtition feed. 

'Twas found a good, and gainful Art of Old 
(And much it did our Church's Pow'r uphold ) 
To feign Hobgoblins, Elves, and walking Sprites, 


And Fairies dancing Salerger a Nights : 
WhiteSheets for Ghoſts,and Will-a-wiſps have paſt 
For Souls in Purgatory unreleaſt. 

And Crabs inChurch-Yard crawl'd in Maſquerade, 
To cheatthe Pariſh, and have Maſſes ſaid. 
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By this our Anceſtor; in happier Days, 
Did ſtore of Credit, and Advantage raile : 
But now the Trade is fall'n, decay'd, and dead, 
Ere ince Contagions Knowledg has 'o're-ſpread: 
, With Scorn the grinning Rabble now hear tell 
Of Hecla, Patrick s hole, and Mongibel ; 
Belicy 'd no more, than Tales of Troy, unleſs 
| Io Countries drown'd 1n I 2norance, like this. 


Henceforth be wary how ſuch things you feign, 


Except it be beyond the Cape, or Line: 
Excc pt at Mexico, Brazile, Pegy, 


At the Molucco's, Goa, or Peg, 
Or any oiſtant, and Remoter Place, 
Where - they may currant, and unqueſtion'd paſs : 


Where never pochinge Hereticks reſort, 
To ſpring the Lye, and make't their Came, and 
Sport. | 
But T forg:t ( what ſhould be mertion'd mo{) 
Confeſſton, our chict Priviledg, and Bo jt : 
That Staple ware, which ne'rws returns in vain, 


Ne're balksthe Trader of expected Gain, 
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'Tis this, that ſpies through Court-intrigues, and 
| - (briogs 
Admiſſion to the Cabinets of Kings: 

By this we keep prond Monarchs at our Becks, 
And make our Foot-ſtools of theirThrones & Necks, 
Give *ca Commar 7s, and if they Diſobey ; 

Betray them to ' 4ubitious Heir a Prey : 
Hound the Oſficious Curs on Hereticks, 

The Vermin, which the Church infeſt, and vex : 


And when our turn is ferv'd, and Buſineſs done, ' 


s Diſpatch 'em for reward, as uf-lefs prown : 


Nor are theſe half the Benches, and Gains, 


®Z Which by wiſe Manag'ry accrue from thence : 
. By this w'unlock the Miſer's hoarded Chelts, 


* And Freaſure, though kept cloſe, as States-mens 


Breaſts; 
This does rich Widows to our Nets decoy, 
Let us their Jointures, and themſclves enjoy : 
To us the Merchant does his Cuſtoms bring, 
And pays our Duty, tho he cheats his King : 
To uz Court-Miniſters refund, made great 
By Robbery, and Bankript of the Stzte x 


Qurs - 
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Ours 1sthe Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize, 


Gabels on Letch'ry, andthe Stew's Exciſe ; 


IF» - 
=y 
.> — 
wa 4 
_ 


By this our Colledges in Riches ſhine, 
And vy with Becket's, and Lorettg's Shrine. 


And here I muſt not grudge a word or two 


(My younger Vot'ries) of Advice to you :; 


To you, whomBeautie's Charms,and gen'rous Fire wi 


Of boiling Youth to ſports of Love inſpire: 


Thisis your Harveſt, here ſecure, and cheap 
You may the Fruits of unbought Pleaſure reap: 
Riot in free, and uncontroll'd delight, 

Where no dull Marriage clogs the Appetite : 
Taſt every diſh of Lult's variety, 

Which Popes, and Scarlet Lechers dearly buy, 
With Bribes, and Biſhopricks, and Simony. 


But this I everto your care commend, 


Be wary how you openly offend : 
Leſt ſcoffing lewd Buftoons deſcry our Shame, | 
And fix diſgrace on the great Order's fame. 

When the unguarded Maid alone repairs 


To eafe the burthgns of her Sins, and Cares; 


\\ '1 þ wh 
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When youth m each, and privacy conſpire 


® To kindle wiſhes, and befriend defire 
J If ſhe has praQis'd in the Trade before : 
1 | (Fewelſe of Profelytes to us brought ore ) 
> Little of Force, or Artifice will need : 
I | To make you in the Victory ſucceed ; 

2 But if ſome untaught Innocence ſhe be, 

** Rude, ayd unknowing in the myſtery 3 

1ishe [1 coſt more labour to be made comply. 


Sake her by Pumping underſtand the ſport, 


Wand undermine with ſecret trains the Fort, 
Sometimes asif you'd blame her gaudy dreſs, 
| 3 Her Naked Pride, her Jewels, Point, and Lace;\ 
I Find opportunity her Breaſts to prefs : 
Oki fee] her hand, and whiſper in her ear, 
| ZYou had the ſecret marks of lewdnels there : 
Sometimes with naughty ſence her bluſhes raiſe, 
And make 'em guilt, ſhe never knew, confeſs; 
, * Thus (may youſay) with ſuch a leering (mile, 


* So Languiſhing a look your hearts beguile : 


* Fhus 
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* Thus with your foot, hand, eye, you tokens ſpeak, | 


© Theſe Signs deny, theſe Aſlignations make: 
« Thus'tis you clip, with ſuch a fierce embrace 


* You claſp your Lover to your Breatt, and Face: 


* Thusare your hungry lips with Kiffes cloy'd, MF 
* Thus is your hand,& thus your tongue employ'd. J | 


Ply her with talk with this: and, it ſh* encline, * 


To help Devotion, give her Arctine 

Inſtead o'th Roſary : never deſpair, 

She, that to ſuch diſcourſe wilt lend an Ear. 

Thochaſter than cold cloyſter'd Nuns fhe were, 
Vill ſoon prove ſoft, and pliant to your ule, 

As Strumpets on the Carnaval let loole, 

Credit experience; I have tri'd 'em all, 

Aud never found th' unerring methods fail : 

Not Oo, tho 'twere his chief Maſtery, 

Had preater skill in thcſc Tatrienes, than T: 

Nor Nero's learned Pimp, to whom we owe 

Waat choice Records of Luſt are extant now. 

Tis nerctotor?, when youth, and ſprightly Bloos 


Kan in my Veins, Itaſled, and enjoy'd : s 
! 
All 


— 
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Ah thoſe bleſt days, |—(bere the old Lecher ſmil'd, 


With ſweet remembrance of paſs pleaſures fil'd) 
But they are gone ! Wiſhes alone remain, 


And Dreams of Joy, ne're to be felt again :--: 


To abler Youth I naw the Practice leave, 


Z To whom this counſel, and-advice.l give. 


= Butthedear meation of my gayer days 
I Has made me farther, than I would, digreſs: 
ri time we ſhould now in due;Place'expound, 
How ouilt is after ſhrift to be atton'd: 
3 njoyn'no ſowr Repentance, Tear, and Grief 
Mr-yes weep nocalh, and you no'profit give: 
Sins, tho of the firſt rate, muſt puniſh'd be, 
% ot by their own, but th' Attor's Quality : 
The Poor, whoſe Purſe cannot the Penance bear, 
Act whipping terve, bare feet, and ſhirts of hair ; 
The richer Foolsto Compoſtella ſend, 

Tome Rome, Monferrat, or the Holy Lazd : 

Pet Pardons, and the lndulgence-Office drain 


Their Coffers, and enrich the Pope's with gain: 


x : 
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Make 'em build Churches, Monaſterics found 


And dear boughtMaſflesfor their crimes compoung 


Let Law, and Goſpel, rigid precepts (ct, 
And make the paths to Bliſs rugged, and {trait : 
Teach you a ſmooth, an eaſier way to gain 
Heav'ns joys, yet ſweet, and uſeful fin retain : 
With every frailty, every luſt comply, 
T'advance your Spiritual Realm, and Monarchy : 


Pull up weak Vertue's fence, give {cope and ſpace 6 


And Purliens'to ont-lying Conſciences : 


Shew that the Needk's eye may (tretch, and how © 


The largeſt Camel-vices may go thro. 

Teach how the Prieft Pluralities may bur, 
Yet fear no odious Sin of Stmony. 
While Thoughts, and Ducats will direQed be : 
Let Whores adorrhis exemplary life, 
But no lewd heinous Wife a Scandal give. 
Sooth up the Gandy Atheiſt, who maintains 
No Law, but Senſe, and owns no God, but Chance 
Bid'Thieves rob on, the Boiſterows Ruffian tel, 
He _ for Hire, Revenge, or Honour kill : 


Bid 
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Bid Strumpets perſevere, abſolve 'em too, 


And take their dues i»: kizd for what you do: 
Exhort the painful, and induſtrious Bewd 

To Diligence, and Labour in her Trade : 

* Nor think her innocent Vocation ill, 

* Whoſe incomes do's the facred Treaſure fil! 

F LetGriping Uſurers Extortion uſe, 

. No Rapine, Falſhood, Perjury refuſe, 

. © Stick at no Crime, which covetows Popes would ſcavce 
x AF to enrich themſelves, and Baſtard- Heirs : 

= A ſmall Bequeſt to th' Charchcan all «t#tone, 

I Wipes off all ſcores,and Heav'n, and als thejr own. 
q Be theſe your Do@rinr,theſe the trruths,you preach, 
® But no forbidden Bible come in reach : 

q Your Cheats, and Artifices to Impeach. 

Leſt thence Lay-Fools Pernitious knowledge get, 
'Throw off Obedience, and your Laws forget : 


Make 'cm believ't a ſpell, more dreadful far, 
Than Bacon, Haly, or Albumazar. 
Happy the titne, when t!” unpretending Crowd 


No more, than], its Language underſtood ! 


When | 
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When the worm-eaten Book, link'd to a chain, 


In duſt lay mouldring in the Yaticar ; 

Diſpis'd, negleRed, and forgot, to none, 

But poring Rabbies, or the Sorbox known : 
Then 1n full pow'r our Soveraign Prelate ſway'd, 
By Kings, and all: the Rabble World Obey'd : 
Here humble Monarch at his feet kneel'd down, 
And beg'd the Alms, and Charity of a Crown: 
There, when-in Solemn State he pleas'd to ride, 


Poor Scepter'd Slaves ran Hexchboys by his (ide: bo 


None, tho inthought,hisgrandeur durſtBlaſpheme; 7 | 


 Norin their very-{leep a Treaſon dream. 
But fince the broaching that: miſchievous Piece, | 


Each Alderman a Father Lumbard 1s: 
And every Cit dares impudently know. _ 


Moxe than a Council, Pope, and Conclave #00. 
Hence the late Damned Fricr, and all the crew 


Of former Crawling SeCts teir. poiſon drew : 
Hence all the Troubles,Plagues, Rebellions breed, 


We've felt; or fee], or may hereafter dread : 


Where 
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Wherefore enjoyn, that no Lay-coxcomb dare 
About him that unlawtul Weapon wear 3 
But charge him chiefly-not to touch atall. - 

' The dang'rous Works of that old. Zolard, Paul 3: - 
That arrant Wick/iffft, from whom our Foes - 
Take all their Batt'ries to attack our Cauſe; « 

” Would hein his ficlt years had Martyr'd been, 

Never Damaſcus, nor the Viſion ſeeg; 

© Therthe our Party was, ſtout, vigorous: '/.. 

AZ And fierce in chace of Heretieks, like us: | 

7 Tillhe at length, by:th-Enemies feduc'd, 

* Forſook us, and the hoſtile {ide efpous'd. 

* Had notthemighty Julian milt his aims, 

** Theſe holy Shreds had_ all conſuntd in flames: 
| f | But fince'th' Immortal Eumber (till endures, 

Lt ſpight of -all his induſtry, and ours ; 

* Takecare at leaſt it may:not come abroad, 

* Totaint with catching Herefiethe Crowd : 
Let them be ſtill kept-low in ſence, they'l pay 
The more reſpe&, more readily obey. 


& | 8 F Pray | 
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Pray that'kind Heav/d would on their hearts di. 
A bounteous, and aburidant Ignorance, ({penſe 
That they may ;hever {werve, tor tugn awry 
From fouhd, ard'Orthoddox Stupidity. 

But theſe are obvious things, eaſie to know, 
Common'to every Monk, at well as you : - 
Greater Afﬀiits; nnd moreimportant wait C_- 
To be diſcu&'d; and call for our debate: 7 
Matters,that depth require, and well hefit | 
Th' Addreſs, and Conduct of a Feſuir. (ftirone, ff 
How Kingdoms are embroil'd, what ' ſhakes a  ” 
How the firſt feeds of Diſcontent are ſown : 
To ſpring up in Rebellionz how are ſet 
The ſecret: ſnares, that circumvent a State :; 

How bubled'Motiatchs are at firſt beguil'd, 
Trepann'd, and-gulld, at laſt depos'd, ahd kilfd.! 

When ſome-/proud Prinoce,' a Rebel to' oitr 
For dizbelieving Holy:Church's Creed, (Heag, 
And Peter. pence, is Heretick decreed 3 | 


on by 
And x 
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And by aſolemn, and unqueſtion'd Pow'r .. | 
To Death, and Hell, and You delivr'd o're : 


Chuſe firſt ſome dextre rous Rogue, well af 'd, and 
known 


(Such by Confeſſion your Familiars ad 

Let him by, Art, and Nature fitted be 

For any great, and gallant Villany, 

PraRis'd in every Sin, each kind of Vice; 

& Which deepeſt Caſwſts in their fearches mils, 
 Warchful as Jealouſie, wary as Fear, . 


F Fiercer than Luſt, and bolder than Deſpair, 


A But cloſe, as plotting Feinds in Council are. 
: To him, in firmeſt Oaths of Silence bound, 
The worth, and merit of the Deed propound : 

> Tellof whole Reams of Pardon, new. come are, 
| Indies of Gold, and Bleflings, endlels ſtore : 

* Choice of Prefterments, if he overcame, 

- Andif he fail,, undoubted, Maryrdom; _ .. 

And Bills for Samsin Heav'n, to be drawn 
' OnFattors there, and at firſt ſight paid down. 


F 2 With 
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With Arts, and Promiſes, like:theſe, allure, 


And make him to your great deſign ſecure. 


And here to know the ſundry ways to kill, 

Is worth the Genivs of a Machiavel : 4 
Cull Northern Brains, jn theſe deep Arts unbred, 
Know nought but to cut Throats, or knock o'th' = 
Noflight of Murder of the ſubrleſt ſha PE, (Head, | F 
Your buſie ſearch, and obſervation ſcape : 
Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, | ] 
And Juggling ſteals away a Life unſeen : 1 
How gawdy Fate may be in Preſents ſent, 5 
And creep inſenſibly by Touch, or Scent: F 
How Ribbands, Gloves, or Saddle-Pomel may 
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Anunperceiv'd, but certain Death convey ; 
Above thereach of Antidotes, above the Pow'r 
Of the fa m'd Pontick Mowuntebank to Cure. 
What e'reis known to'quaint [tal;an ſpite, 

Fn ſtudied Pois'ning kills, and exquiite: h 
What c re great Borgia, or his Sire could boaſt, 
W hich the Expence of half the Conclave coſt. 


T hus 
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Thus may the buſineſs bein ſecret done, XN 
Nor Authors, nor the Acceſlaries known, 
Andtheflurr'd guilt withcaſe on others thrown. 
Bur if ill Fortune ſhould your Plot betray, 


And leave you tothe rage of Foes a prey 3 


Let none his Crime by weak confeflion own, 
Nor ſhame the Church, while he'd hiniſelf attone, 
Let varniſh'd Guile, and feign'd Hypocrifies, 
Pretended Holineſs, -and uſeful Lies, 

Your well-diffembled Villany diſguiſe. 

A thouſand wily Furns,and Doubles try, 
To foil the Scent, and to divert the Cry : 


Cog, ſham, out-face, deny, equivocate, 
Intoa thouſand ſhapes your ſelves tranſlate ; 
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Remember what the crafty Spartan taught, 
Children with Rattles, Men with Oaths are 
Forſwear upon the Rack, and if you fall, (caught 3 
Let this great comfort make amends for all, 
Thofe,whom they damn for Rogues,next Age ſhall 


Made Advocates i'th Church's Litany, On 


F 3 | Who 
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Who ever with'bold Tongue, or Pen ſhall dare 


Againſt your-Arts, and PraQtices declare 
What Fool ſhall e're preſumptuoully oppoſe, 
Your Holy Cheats, and godly Frauds diſcloſe; 
Pronounce him Heretick, Firebrand of Hell, |, 0 
Turk , Jew, Fiend, Miſcreant, Pagan, Infidel; 7 
A thouſand blacker Names, worſe Calummies, "ue 


All, Wit can think, and pregnant Spite deviſe: 
Strike home,gaſh deep,no Lies, nor Slanders ſpare, 
A, Wound, thocur'd, yetleaves behinda Scar, 
Thoſe, whom your Wit,and Reaſon can't decry, 
Make ſcandalous with Loads of Infamy : 
Make Luther Monſter, by a Fiend begot, (Foot: 
Brought forth with Wings, and Tail, and Gloven 
Make Whoredom,Inceſt, worſt of vice, and ſhame, 
Pollute, and foyl his Manners, Life, and Name, 
Tell how ſtrange Storms uſher'd his fatal end, 
And Hell's black Troops did for his Soul contend. 
Much morelI had to ſay ; but now grown faint, 
And ſtrength, and Spirits for the Subje@ want : 


PF: 
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Be theſe: great Myſteries, I here unfold, 

Ameng(t your Qrder's Inſtitutes enroll'd : | 

Preſerve them (acred, cloſe and unreveal'd ; 

As ancient Rowe her $yb1's Books conceald; 

Let no bold Herezick with ſawcy eye 

Igto the hidden yoſeen Archives pry; 

Leſt the malicious outing Raſcals turn 

Our Church to Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn. 

Let never Rack, or Torture, Pain, or Fear, 

From ygur firm Breaſts th' important Secrets tear. 

If any treach'tous Brother of your own _ | 

Shall to th'Wporld diyulge,% make them knowp, c 

Let him by worſt of Deaths bis Guile attone. 

Should but ty?T houghts,ot Dreams ſuſpected be, 

Let him for ſafety, and prevention die; 

And leart tt? Grave the Are of Secreſie. 
Biit one thing more; and then with joy I go, © 

Not as a longer ſtay of Fate below : 


F 4 
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Give me again once more your plighted Faith, 
 Andlet each ſeal it with his dying breath : 


As the great Carthaginian heretofore 

The blood y reeking Altar touch'd, and ſwore 
Eternal Enmity to th” Roman Pow'r: 

Swear you (and let the Fates confirm the ſame) 
An endleſs Hatred to the Luth'rar Name : 

Vow never to admit, or League, or Peace, 

Or Truce, or Commerſe with the curſed Race: 
Now, through all Age, when Time, or Place ſoe're |” 
Shall give you pow, wagean immortal War - LY 
Like Thebaz Feuds, let yours your ſclves ſurvive, 
And in your very Duſt, and Aſhes live. 


this 

They kneel, and all thy Sacred Volumn kiſc ;, | 
Vowing to ſend each year an Hecatomb 

| Of Huguenots, an Off 'ring to bis Tomb. 

In vain he would continue 5-—- Abrupt Death 


A Period puts, and fiops his impiows Breath : 


Like mine, be your laſt Gaſp their Curſe. —— 4 
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In broken Accents he is ſcarce allow'd 


To fanlter out his Bleſſing on the Crowd, 
Amenis eccho'd by Infernal Howl, 
And ſcrambling Spirits ſeize his parting Soul. 


— 
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S. Ignatius his Image brought in, d| | 
covering the Rogueries of the Jeſu. ® 7 
its, and Keys 28 $ abr of the 


Church of Rome. . 
- 
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():; I was common Wood, a ſhapeleſs Loy, ©: 


Thrown out a Piſſing-poſt for ev'ryDog: | A 


The Workman yet in doubt, what courſe to take; 


Whether I'd beſt a Saint, er Hog-trough make; 
A fierdebate reſolv'd me for a Saint, ; B 
And thus fam'd Loyolal repreſent: - F 


And well I may reſemble him, for he YT 
As ſtupid was, as much a Block as I. iN 
My right Leg maim'd, athalt {ſeeni to ftatid; MH 
To tell the Wounds at Pampeliine ſuſteitt'd; | 
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My Sword, and Soldiers Armour here bad been; 


But they may in Monſerrats Church he ſeen : 
Thoſe there to bleed Virgin Llajd down 

For Caſſock, Surfingle, and ſhaven-Crown,. 
The ſpiritual Gazb, i which I.now am ſhown. | 
| Withdue Accoutrements, aud fit diſguiſe 

E: I might fox Centinelof Corn futhce : 

" As once the well-hung God of old ſtood guard, 

- Andthe invading Craqws from Forrage ſear'd. 

4 | Now on my head the Birds their Relicksleave,.. 
; And Spiders in my mouth their Arras weave : 

® And perſecuted Rats oft find in me 


{ 


A Refuge, and religiousSanuary, | 
4 *But you profaner Hereticks, who e're 
"The Inquiſition, and its vengeance fear, 


41 charge, ſtand off, at peril come not near: 
None at twelve ſcoreuntruſs, break wind,or piſs; | 
Heenters Fox his Liſts, that dare tranſgreſs: 
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For Pm'by Holy Church in Rev'rence had, 
And all good Cath'lick F olk implore my aid. | 
Theſe Pictures, which you ſee, my Story give, | 
The-Ats,' and Monuments of me alive: , 
That Frame, wherein with Pilgrims weeds I ſtand, ; 
Contains my Travels to the Holy Land. / 
This me, and my Decemvirate at Rome, 
When I for Grant of my great Order come. 
There with Devotion rapt, Ihang in Air, 8 
With Dove (like Mab'met's.) whiſp'ring in my \#s 
car. 0 
Here Virgiz in Galcſh of Clouds deſcends, 
To be my ſafeguard from aſſaulting Fiends, 
Thoſe Tables by, and Crutches of the lame, 
My great Atchievements ſince my death proclaim; |: 
Pox, Ague, Dropſie, Palſie, Stone, and Gout, 
Legions, of Maladies by me caſt out, 
More than the College know, or ever fill 


Quacks Wiping:paper, and the Weekly Bill. 
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What Peter's ſhadow did of old, the ſame 


T Is fancied done by my all-powerful Name 3 


$ For which ſome 'weat't about their Necks, and 
| Arms, 


To guard from Dangers, Sickneſſes,,and Harms;."; 


And ſome on Wombs the barren to relieve, 
ZA Miracle, I better did alive. 


4 
22Wonders to do, and many a Juggling Feat. 


Oft I by crafty, Jeſait am taught 


: Sometimes with Chafing-diſh behind me put, 
3 T ſweat like Clapt Debauch in Hot- Houle ſhut, 
ZAnd drip like any Spitch-cock'd Hugnenot : 


Sometimes by ſecret Springs I learn to ſtir, © 
ZAs Paſte-board Saints dance by mirac lots Wire :* 
Then I Tradeſeant's Rarities out-do, = 
7 $4ndsWaterworks,and German C lockwork to0,% 


Or any choice Device at Barthol'mew. 
© Sometimes I utter Oracles, by Prieſt 
Jaſtead of a Familiar poſleſt. 
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The Church I vindicate, Lather confute, 


And cauſe amazementin the gaping Rout. 


Such holy Cheats, ſuch Homes Tricks, 


theſe, 
For Miracles amongſt the Rabblepaſs. 
By this in their eſteem I daily grow, 
In Wealth inrich'd, increas'd in Vot'ries too. 


» 
2 


| 


This draws each year vaſt Numbers. to a | F 


Tomb, 
More than in Pigrimage to Mecca come. 


This brings each week new Preſents to my Shrine, 


And makes it thoſe of India Gods out-ſhine. 
This gives a Chalice, that a Golden Croſs, 
Another maſhe Candleſticks beſtows, 

Some Alter-cloaths of coltly work, and price 
Pluſh, Tiſſue, Ermin, Silks of nobleſt Dies, 
The Birth, and Paſſzon in Embroideries : 

Some Jewels, rich as thoſe, th' eyptian Punk 
Io Jellies to her Roman Stallion drunk, 


4 
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Some offer gorgeous Robes, which ſerve to wear. 
When I oft Holy days in ſtate appear 5 
When I'm in pomp on high Procefſions ſhown, 
Like Pageants of Lord May'r, or Skjmmington. 
Lucullus could not ſuch a Wardrobe boaſt, 
TL. eſs thoſe of Popes at their Eletion coſt; 
F Leſs thoſe, which Scily's Tyrant heretofore | 
4 From Plunder'd Gods, and Fove's own Shouldend 


Ws tore. 
# Hither, asto ſome Fain, the Rabble come, 
4 obarter for the Merchandize of Rox 3 


here Prieſts, like Mountebanks,onStage appear, 
FT expoſe the Frip'ry of their hallow'd” Ware: 
his is the Lab'fatory of their Trade, 
The Shop, where all their (taple Drugs are made; . 
Preſcriptions, and Receipts to bring in Gain, 
All from the Church Diſpenlatories ta'en, 


wh 


+ The Pope's Elixir, Holy Waters here, 
Which they with Chymick. Art diſtill d prepares 
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 Choiceabove Godaard's Drops, and all the Traſh | 


Of Modern Quacks; this is that Soveraign Waſh | 
For fetching Spots, and Morphew from the Face, 1 


And ſcowring dirty Cloaths, and Conſciences, 


One drop of this, it us'd, had pow'r to fray 
The Legion from the Hogs of Gadara : 

This would haveſilenc'd quite the Wiltfhire Drun, 
And made the prating Fiend of Maſcor dumb, 


That Veſſel conſecrated Oyl contains, 
Kept Sacred, asthe fam'd Ampoule of France; 
Which ſome profaner Hereticks would uſe 


For liquoring Wheels or Jacks, of woos and 
Shooes: , -*M 


This make the Chriſm, - which mix'd ook Snot of * 
Prieſts, 0" : 


Anoint young Cath licks for the Churcli $ liſts; $7 
And when they' re crolt, confeſt, and die; by this .- 7 
Their lanching Souls lideoff toendlels Bliſs: ( | 
As Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 
By help of Magick Unions mount the Sky. 
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Yon Altar-Pix of Gold is the Abode, 


| And ſafe Repoſitory of their God, 
A Crofs is fix'd upon't the Feinds to fright, 
And Flies which would the Deity beſhite ; 


And Mice, which oft might unprepar'd receive, 


4 And to lewd Scaffers caufe of Scandal gIVe. 
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Here are perform'd the Conjurings and Spells, 


For Chriltning Saints, and Hawks, and Carriers 
Bells ; 


F or hallwing Shreds, and Grains, and Salts, and 
/ Bawms, 


F Shrines, Croſſes, Medals,Shclls, and Waxen Lambs: 
; f Of wondrous Virtue all (you muſt believe) 

x And from all forts of Ill preſervative ; 

; *From Plague, InfeQion, Thunder, Storm, and Hail, 
*Love,Grief, Want, Debt,S1n, and the Devil and all. 
5 "Here Beads are blel[t, and Pater roſters fram'd, 

| (By ſome the Tallies of Devotionnam'd) 
Which of their Pray'rs, and Oraiſons keep tale; 


Leſt they, and Heav'n ſhould in the reck'ning fail 


(; Here - 


3 TATE TM- MF. 
Here Sacred Lights, the Altars graceful Pride, 


Are by Prieſts breath perfum'd and SanQtified ; 
Made ſome of Wax, of Her'ticks Tallow ſome, 
A Gift, which rib Emma ſent to Rome: 

For which great Merit worthily ( we're told ) 


She's now among(t her Country-Saints inroll'd. 
Here holy Banners are reſerv'd in ſtore, 

And Flags, ſuch as the fam'd Armado bore : 
And hallow'd Swords, and Daggers kept for ule, 
W hen reſty Kings the Papal Yoke refuſe : 

And conſecrated Rats-bane, to be laid 

For Her'tick Vermin, which the Church invade. 


But that which brings in moſt of Wealth, and 
Gain, 


Does b-{t the Prieſts (woln Tripes, and Purſes 
{train; 


Here they each Week their conſtant Auctions hold 
Of Reliques, which by Candles Inch are fold : 


Saints by the dozen here are ſet to ſale, 


Like Mortals wrought in Gingerbread on Stall. 


Hither 
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Hither are loads from emptied Channels brought, 
And Voiders of the Worms from Sextons bought; 


Which ferve for Retail through the World to 


vent, 
Such as of late were to the Savoy lent : 
Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpets (horn, 
And F<lons Bones from rifled Gibbets torn ; 


Like thoſe, which ſome old Hag at miduight 


ſteals, 
For Witchcrafts, Amulets, and Charms, and Spells, 
Are palt for Sacred to the Cheap'ning Rout 3 
And worn on Fingers, Breaſts, and Ears about. 
; This boaſts a Scrap of me, and that a Bit 
| Of good St. George, St. Patrick, or St. Kit. 
Theſe Locks S. Br:deet's were,and thoſe S.Clare's ; 
Sone for S. Catharine's go, and ſome for her's 


That wip'd her Savionr's feet, waſh'd with her 
tears. 


Here you may ſee my wounded Leg, and here 


Thoſe, which to China bore the great Xavier. 
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Here may you the grand Traitor's Halter ſee, 


Some call't the Arms of the Society : 


Here is his Lanthorn too, but Farx his, not, 


That was embezl'd by the Huguenot. 


Here Garnet's Stra ws,and Becket's Bones, and Hair, 


For murd'ring whom, ſome Tails are ſaid to wear: 


As lcarned Caperave does record their fate, 
And faithful Britiſh Hiſtories relate. 

Thoſe are S. Laurence Coals expos'd to view, 
Strangely preferv'd, and kept alive till now. 
That's the fam'd Wildefortis wondrous Beard, 
For which her Maidenhead the Tyrant ſpard. 
Yon is the Buptiſt's Coat, and one of's Heads, 
Thercft are thewn in many a place beſides ; 
And of his Teeth as many Scts there are, 

As on their Belis fix Operators wear. 

Here Blefted Mary's Milk, not yet turn'd ſour, 
Renown'd (like AiSes) tor us healing pow'r, 


Ten Holland Kine fcarce in a year give more. 
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Here is her Marteay, and a Smock of hers, 


Fellow to that, which once reliev'd PoiGiers : 
Beſides her Hysbands Utenſils of Trade, 
Wherewith ſome prove, that Images were made, 
Here is the Soldiers Spear, and Paſhon-Nails, 
Whoſe quantity would fervefor building Pauls : 
Chips, ſome from Holy Crols, from Tyburn ſome, 
Honour'd by many a Jeſuit's Martyrdom : 

All held of ſpecial, and Mirac'lous Pow'r, 

Not 7abor more approv'd for Agu's cure : 


Here Shooes, which, once perhaps at Newgate 
hung, 


Angled their Charity, that paſs'd along, 

Now for S. Peter's go, and th' Office bear 

For Prieſts, they did for leſſer Villains there. 
Theſe are the Fathers Implements, and Tools, 

Their gawdy Trangums for inveigling Fools : 

Theſe ſerve for Baits the ſimple to enſnare, 

Like Children ſpirited with Toys at Fair. 
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Nor are they half the Artifices yet, 


By which the Vulgar they delude, and cheat : 

W hich ſhould I undertake, much eaficr I, 

Much ſooner might compute what Sins there be 

Wip'd oft, and pardon'd at a Jubilee. 

What Bribes enrich the Datary cach year, Þ 

Or Vices treated on by Eſcobar : 5 

How many Whores 1n Rowe profeſs the Trade, 

Or greater numbers by Confeſſion made. 
Oneundertakes by Scale of Miles to tell 

The Bounds, Dimenſions, and Extent of Hell ; 

How far, and wide th' Infernal Monarch Reigns, 


How many Cerman Leagues his Realm con- 
tains : 


Who are his Miniſters, pretends to know, 
And all their ſevera! Offices below : F 
How many Chaudrons he each year expends 


In Coals for roaſting Herenots, and Feinds : 
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And with as much exaGtnels ſtates the caſe, 


As if h'ad been Surveyor of the place. 
Another frights the Rout with rutul Stories, 


Of Wild Chimera's, Limbo's, Pureatories, 


= And bloated Souls in ſmoaky durance hung, Y 
| ? Like a Weſtphalia Gammon, or Neats Tongue, ( 
' Toberedeem'd with Maſſes, and a Song. 


A good round Sum muſt the Deliv'rance buy, 
For none may there ſwear out on poverty. 
Yourrich, and bounteous Shades are only eas'd, 


No Fleet, or Kings- Bench Ghoſts are thence re- 
leas'd. 


A third, the wicked, and debauch'd to pleale, 
Cries up the vertue of Indulgences, 
And all the rates of Vices does aſleſs ; 
What price they in the holy Chamber bear, 
And Cuſtoms for each Sin imported there: 
How you at beſt advantages may buy 


Patents for Sacrilege, and Simony. 


G 4 What 
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What Tax is in the Leack'ry-Office laid 


On Panders, Bawds, and Whores, that ply the 
Trade: 


What coſts a Rape, or Iaceſt, and how cheap 
You may an Harlot, or an Ingle keep ; 
How eafie Murder may afforded be 

For one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 
But not of Her'ticks ; there no Pardon lacks, 
"Tis one o'th' Church's meritorious Acts, 

For venial Trifles, leſs and {lighter Faults, 
They ne're deſerve the trouble of your thoughts. 
Ten Ave Maries mumbled to the Croſs 
Clear ſcores of twice ten thouſand ſuch as thoſe : 
SOme are at ſound of chriſten'd Bell forgiven, 
And tome by ſquirtof Holy Water driven : 
Others by Anthems plaid are charm'd away, 

As Men cure Bites of the Tarantula. 


But nothing With the Crowd does more. cn- 
nance 


Thevalue of theſe holy Charlatans, 
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l To this they all fall down, this all adore, 


| Firſt Wafer, then a God, and then a 


 Toſcealilly, finful, mortal Wight 
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Than when the Wonders of the Maſs they veiw, 


Where ſpiritual Jugglers their chict Maſt'ry ſhew : 
Hey Jingo, Sirs! What's this? 'tis Bread you ſee ; 
Preſto be gone ! "tis now a Deity. 


Two grains of Dough, with Croſs, and ſtamp of 
Prieſt, 


And five ſmall words pronounc'd, make up their 
Chriſt. * 


And ſtrait devour, what they ador'd before ; 
Down goes the tiny Savioxr at a bit, 
To be digeſted, and at lengthbeſhit : 


From Altar to Cloſe-Stool, or Jakes preferr'd, 


'Tis this, that does the aſtoniſh'd Rout amuſe, 


And Reverence to ſhaven Crown infuſe: 


His Maker make, create the Infinite. 
None boggles at th' impoſlibility ; 
Alas, 'tis wondrous Heavenly Myſtery ! 


90 SATTR YV. 
None dares the mighty God-maker blaſpheme, 


Norhis moſt open Crimes, and Vices blame : | 
Saw he'thoſe hands that held his God before, 
| Strait grope himſelf, and/by and by a Whore: 


Should they his aged Father kill, or worle, L ; 
His Siſters, Daughters, Wife, himſelf too force, } 
And here I might (if I but durſt ) reveal : 
What pranks are plaid in the Conteſlional : | : ; 
How haunted Virgins have been Jdiſpoſleſt, / 4 
And Devils were caſt out, to let in Prieſt : , 6 
What Fathers act with Novices alone, 'T 4 


And what to Punks in (krievings Seats is done ; { 7 
Whothither flock to Ghoſtly Confeſlor, | 


To clear old debts, and tick with Heav'n for more þ F: l 
Ott havel ſeen theſe hallow'd Altars ſtain'd *F 
With Rapes, thoſe Pews with Buggeries profan'(:* * n 
Not great Cellier, nor any greater Bawd, T 


Of note, and lond experience inthe Trade, 


Has more,and fouler Scenes of Lult ſuvey'd, 


SSFTYR 1V. &c. 
But I theſe dang'rous Truths forbear to tell, 


9T 


For fear I ſhould the Inquiſition feel. 
Should I tell all their countleſs Knaveries, 
Their Cheats, and Shams, and Forgeries, and Lies. 


J Thcir Criogings, Croſſings, Cenſings, Sprinklings, 
3 Chriſms, 


Z Their Conjurings, and Spells, and Exorciſms; 


: Their Motly Habits, Maniples, and Stoles, 


: Albs, Ammits, Rochets, Chimers, Hoods, and 
Cowls. 


# Should I tell all their ſeveral Services, 

; Their Trentals, Maſlcs, Dirges, Roſaries ; 

* Their ſolemn Pomps, their Pageants, and Parades, 

= Their holy Masks, and ſpiritual Cavalcades, 

X With tnouſand Antick Tricks,and Gambols more; 

= 'T would ſwell the ſum to ſuch a mighty ſcore, 

© ThatI at length ſhould more volum'nous grow, 
Than Crabb, or Surizs, lying Fox, or Stow. 

Believe what e're [ have related here, 


As true, as if 'twere ſpoke from Porph'ry Chair. 


if 
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If I have feign'd in ought, or broach'daLie, 


Let worſt of Fates attend me, let me be 
Pift on by Porter, Groom, and Oyſter-whore, [ 
Or find my Grave in Jakes, and Common-ſhore; J : 


Or make next Bonfire for the Powdey-Plet, 


The ſport of every ſneering Hygnenot. 
There like a Martyr'd Pope in Flames expire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire, 


: Aude aliquid brevibus Gyaris, &- carcere dignum, 
® $; vis eſſe aliquis. Juven. Sat. 


OD FE 


I, 


OW Curſes on you all! ye vertuousJ 
Fools, 
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Who think to fetter free-born ſouls, 


And tie em to dull Morality, and rules, 
The Sagarite be damn'd, aud all the Crew 
Of learned [dezots, who his (teps purſue; 


And thoſe more filly Proſelytes, whom his fond 
precepts grew. 


Oh! had his E:lucks been with their wild Au» 
thor drown'd, 


Or a like Fate with thole loſt Writings found, 


Which, 
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Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to fire, 


And made by unjuſt Flames expire : 


They ne're had then ſeduc'd Mortality, 


Ne're lafted to debauch the World with their © 
| N 


lewd Pedantry. 


But damn'd, and more (if Hell can do't) be that 
thrice curſed name, 


Who e're the Rudiments of Law defign'd; 
Who ere did the firft Model of Religion frame, 
And by that double Vaſlalage enthrall'd Mankind, 


By nought before, but their own Pow'r,or Will 
confin'd : 


Now quite abridgd of all their Primitive 
Liberty, 


And ſlaves to each capricious Monarch's Tyranny. 


More happy Brutes! who the great Rule of Sen: 
obſerve, 


And nere from their firſt Charter ſwervye. 
Happy! whole lives are meerly to enjoy, 


And feel no ſtings of Sin, which may their blil: 
annoy. 


St unconcern'd at Epithets of ill, or good, 


—, unadult'rate Nature never nnder 
LWOUN. >» Hon? 
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2. 
$ Hence hated Virtue from. our goodly Ile, 


No more our joys begulle 3 


No more with thy loath'd preſence plague our 
; happy {tate, 


* Thouenemy toall, that's brisk,or gay, or brave 
'$ or great, 


Be gone with all thy pious meagre Train, 


To ſome untruittul, unfrequented Land, 


4 . . 
> And there an Empire gain, 
Ky + 


And there extend thy rigorous command : 


v3, 
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* There where illib'ral Nature's niggardiſe 


Has ſet a Tax on Vice. 


Where the lean barren Region does enhance 
| | The worth of dear Intemperance, 
þ And for each pleaſurable ſin exacts exciſe. 
We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply can offend, 
Ard want no tempting Luxuries, 
No good convenient finning opportunities; 


Which Nature's bounty could beſtow,or Heaven's 
kindnels lend. 


; Go 
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Go follow that nice Goddeſs to the Skies, 
Who heretofore diſguſted at increaſing Vice, 


Diſlik'd the World, and thought it too pro. 
fanc, 


And timely hence retir'd, and kindly ne're rc 1 
turn'd again, 1 


Hence to thoſe Airy Manſions rove, 'Y 


Converſe with Saints, and holy folks above; '3 


Thoſe may thy preſence woo, 


Whoſe lazy caſe affords them nothing elſe to 


do: by 
Where haughty ſcornful T, I 

And my great Friends will nc're vouchſafe thee #$ 
company. ; 


Thou'rt now an hard, unpracticable good, 
Too difficult for fleſh and blood : 


Were I all ſoul, like them, perhaps I'd learn to ® . 
practiſe thee. = * 


-þ 
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Vertue! thou folemn grave imvertinence, 
Abhorr'd by all the Men of Wit, and Senlſc: 


Thou 
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Thoudamn'd Fatigue!that cloglt life's journey here, 


Though thou no weight of wealth or profit 


bear 3 


Thou pulling fond Green.ſicknels of the mind ! 


That mak'(t us prove to our own ſelves unkind, 


Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for diet chuſe, 


And, Pleaſur's better fo01 refuſe. 
Curſt Jilt ! that Jead'(t deluded Mortals on, 


Till they too late perceive themſclves un- 
Cone, 


Chous'd by a Dowry in reverſion. 
The greateſt Votary, thoue 'e could boaſlt, 


(Pity ſo brave a Soul was on thy ſerviceloſt; 


* What Wonders he in wickedneſs had done, 


Whom thy weak pow'r could ſo inſpire a- 
lone? ) 


Tho long with fond amours he courted thee, 
Yet dying, did recant his vain Idolatry : 
At length, though late, he did repent with 


ame, 


Forc'd to confeſs thee nothing, but an empty 
name, 


H So 


(90) 
& was that Lecher gull'd, whoſe haughty love | 


Dcſign'd a Rapeonthe Queen Regent of the F 
Gods above : | 


When he a Goddeſs thought he had 1n chace 
He ſounda gaudy vapour in the place, 
Ard with thin Air beguil'd his ſtarv'd\ [F } 


eMDracc. 


Idly ke ſpent lis vigour, ſpent his blood, 


; ls 'F ( 
And tyrd himſelf t' oblige an unperforming 
Cloud. 
<| 's ; 
If Humane kind to thee e're Worlhip paid 3 J 
They were by 1gnorance mitled, 3 | 
That only them devour, and thcea Goddel; made. 
Known haply in the Worlds rude untaught in- F 
lancy, 8 
P 


Before it had out-grown its childiſh innogence, 


Before it had arriv'd at ſenſe, 


w . 
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Or reach tizz Man-hood, and diſcretion of D&- * 1 
bauch:. TY 5 ; : | 


Known in thoſe antient goodly duller times, 


'F, i 
W her crafty Pagars lad engrols'd ajl crime: 
\\ he! 
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When Chriſttan Fools were obſtinately good, 


Nor et their Goſpel: freedom underſtood. 


Tame caſic Fops! who could fs prodigally bleed, 


Tobe thought Saints, and d yea Calendar with 


with red : 


No prudent Heathen ere {cduc'd could be, 
. To ſuffer Martyrdont for thee : 


; Only:that arrant Aſs whom-the falſe Oracle call'd 
Wiſe . 


(No wonder if the Devil utter'd hes ) 


® That ſmveling Puritan, -who ſpite of all the 
E mode 


Would be upfaſhjonabl y good, 

? And exercis'd his whining gifts to rail at Vice: 
| Him all the Wits of Athens damn'd, 

® And juſtly with Lampoons defam'd : 


Z But when the mad Fanatick, could not filenc'd 
patron 


b4 From broaching dang'rous Divinity 3 


” Thewilc Republick made him for prevention die, 


And ſent him to the. Gods, and better com- 
pany, 


H a " 4; LE 
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5. 
Let fumbling Age be grave, and wiſc, 
And Vertue's poor contemn'd Idea prize, 


k 4 POS IRE SIO 4, 0 +> + * 


Who never knew, or now are paſt the ſweets of 
Vice 


While we whoſe ative pulſes beat 
With luſty youth, and vigorous heat, |? 
Can all-their Beards, and Morals too deſpiſe, S 1 


While my plump veins are fil d with luſt and 
blood ; 


Let not one thought of her intrude, b 
Or dare appoach wy brelt, | E 
But know 'tis all poſſeſt ' 
By a more welcome gueſt : 
And know, I have not yet the leiſure to be good, : 1 
If ever unkind deſtiny x 
Shall force long life on me 3 R \ 
If e're I muſt the curſe of dotage bear; 


Perhaps I dedicate thoſe dregs of Time | 
to her, 


And come with Crutches her moſt humble | F 
V otary. X 
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When ſprightly Vice retreats from hence, 
And quits the ruins of decayed ſenſe; 
Shel ſerve to uſher 1n a fair pretence, 


And varniſh with her name a well-diilſembled im- 
potence, 


When Ptilick, Rheums, Catarrhs, and Pal- 
ſies ſeize, 


And all the Bill of Maladies, 


Which Heaven to puniſh over-living Mortals 
ſends ; 


Then let her enter with the numerous infirmi- 
ties, 


F Her ſelf the greateſt plague, which wrinkles, and 
grey hairs attends. 


6. 


| Tell me, ye Venerable Sots, who court her moſt, 
Z What ſmall advantage can ſhe boaſt, 


> Which her great Rival hath not in a greater ſtore 
ingrolt. 


Her boaſted calm, and peace of mind 
In Wine, and Company we better tind, 
+ Findit with Pleaſure too combin'd. 


H 3 Taq Thus | 


" _ . 7,” CF. 


( 102 ) 


In mighty Wine, where we our lenſes ſteep, 


And Lull our Cares, and Conſciences x þ 
fleep : 


But why dol that wild Chimera name ? 
Conſcience ! that giddy airy Dream, ; 
Which does from brain ſick heads, or il-digeſt- 1 


ing ſtomachs ſteam, | 
Conſcience! the vain fantaſtick tear 


Of puniſhments, we know not when, not 
where : 


Project of crafty Stateſmen ! to ſupport weak 13 
Law, 


V hereby they ({lavith Spirits awe, 


And daſtard Souls to forc'd obedience ® 
draw. 5 


pen Wheadle! which our Gown'd Impolſtors F 
uſe, 


Phe poor unthinkingRabble to abuſe. 


Scarecrow ! to fright from the forbidden fruit of 
Vice, 


Their own beloved Paradiſe : 


4 i 


% 
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Let thole vile Canters wickedneſs decry, 
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Whoſe Mercenary tongues take pay 
For what they ſay ; 
1 And yet commend 1n practice what their words 
deny, 


While we diſcerning Heads, who farther pry, 
Their holy Cheats defie 


And ſcorn their Frauds, and ſcorn their 


ſanctified C3joulery. 
kg 2 
'Z None but dull unbred Fools diſcredit Vice, 
I Who act their wickedneſs with an 1ll grace; 


Such their profeſſion ſcandalize, 
And juſtly forfeit all that praiſe; 
All that eſteem, that credit, and applauſe, 
Which weby our wife menaze from a fin can raiſe. 
A true, and brave tranſzrc{lor ought 


To fin with the fame height of ſpirit, Ceſar 
tought : 


> Mean-ſoul'd offenders now no honours gain, 
; Oaly debauches of the nobler ſtrain. 
Vice wel-improv'd yiclds bliſs, and {ame belide, 


And ſome fo; ſinning have been doh d. 
H <> 1 18 
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| Thus the lewd Gods of old did move, 


* By theſe brave methods to the ſeats above. 


Ev'n Fove himſelf, the Sovereign Deity, 


Father and King of all th' immortal Progeny, 
Aſcended to that high Degree ; 

By crimes above the reach of weak Mortalit Y. 

He Heav'n one large Seraglio made, 


Each Goddeſs turn'da glorious Punk o'th 
trade; o 


And al] that Sacred place 
Was fi1l'd with Baſtard-Gods of his own race: |? 
Almighty Lech'ry got his firſt repute, f 
And everlaſting Whoring was his chiefcft At- 2 
__ rribute. 


| 


0. 


How gallant was that Wretch, whoſe happy guil: 
A Fam: uponthe Ruins of a Temple built ! 

* Let Fools, ſaid he, Impicty alledg, 
* And urge theno great fault of Sacriledg : 


*F11 ſex the Sacred Pile on flame, 


5 Andin its Aſhes write my laſting Name, 


SO. 
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* My name which thus ſhall be 


« Deathleſs as its own Deity, 


© Thus the vain-glorious Cari4n PII out-do, 


« And Egypts proudeſt Monarchs too 3 


© Thoſe laviſh Prodigals, who idly did conſume 


« Their Lives, and Treaſures to erect a Tomb, 
« And only great by being buried would become: 
« At cheaper rates than they I'll buy renown, 


* And my loud Fame ſhall all their filent glories 
drown. 


So ſpake the daring HeCtor, fo did Propheſie : 
And ſo it prov'd : in vain did envious Spite 
By fruitleſs methods try 
To raze his well-buil: Fame, and Memory 
Amonglt Poſtertity : 
The Boutefeu can now Immortal write, 


While the ingloriousFounder is forgotten quite. 


9. 
Yet greater was that mighty Emperor 3 
{A greater crime hefitted his high Pow) 


Who. 
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Whoſacrific'd a City to a Jelt, 


And ſhew'd he knew the grand intrigues of 
humor belt : 


He made all Rowe a Bonefire to his Fame, 


| | 


And ſung, and play'd, and danc'd amid(t the 


Flame 5 


- Bravely begun! yet pity there he ſtay'd, 
One ſtep to Glory more he ſhould have made: 
He ſhould have heav'd the noble frolick higher, 


Aud made thePeople on that Fun'ral pile expire 


Or providently with their blood put out the Fite, | 3 
Had this been done ; 
The utmoſt pitch of glory he had won: 
No greater Monument could be 
To conlecrate him to eternity, 
Nor ſhould there need another Herald of his 


praiſe, but me. 
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Whom baffled Hell eſteems its chiefeſt Foyl; %. 
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'Twere 10jury ſhould I omit thy name 
Whoſe Action merits all the breath of Fame. 
Methinks, I ſee the trembling ſhades below 
Around tm humble reverence bow 3 
Doubtful they ſeem, whether to pay their Loyalty 
To their dread Monarch, or to thee: 
No wonder hc(grown jealous of thy fear'd ſucce(s) 
Envy'd Mankind the honour of thy wickedneſs, 


And ſpoil'd that brave attempt, which muſt have - 
made his grandeur els, 


How e're regret not, mighty Ghoſt, 
Thy Plot by treach'rous fortune croſt, 
Nor think thy well deſerved glory loſt. 
Thou the full praiſe of Villany ſhalt ever ſhare, 


And all will jadge thy A&, compleat enough, 
when thou could'lt dare, 


So thy great Maſter far'd, whoſe high diſdain 


Contemn'd that Heaven, where he eould not 
Reign, 


Vhen he with bold Ambition ſtrove 
T* ufurp the Throne above, 


And led againſt tc Deity anarmed Train, 
| Though 


( 103 ) 
Tho from his vaſt deſigns he fell, 


O're-pawer'd by his Almighty Foe, 
Yet gain'd he Victory 1n his overthrow : 


He gain'd ſufficient Triumph, that he durſt Re. 
bel, 4 


And 'twas ſome pleaſure to be thought the 
great'ltin Hel]. 
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Tell me, you great Iriumvirate, what ſhall I do 


To be illuſtrious as you ? 


? 
» 
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» 
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Let your examples move me with a gen'rous fire, 
Let them into my daring thoughts inſpire 


Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome vaſt Gyagt: 
crime, 


Unknown, unheard, unthought of by all paſt 
and preſent time. 


'Tis dane, 'tis done 3 Mcthinks, I feel the pow'r- 
tul charms, 


And a new heat of ſin my ſpirit warms; = / 
I travel with a glorious miſchief, for whoſe birth, 
My Soul's too narrow,and weak Fate too feeble ©, - F 


to bring farth. 
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( 109 ) 


Let the unpitied Vulgar tamely go, 


And ſtock for company, the wild Plantations 
down below : 


Such their vile Souls for viler Barter ſel], 


Scarce worth the damning, or their room in 
Hell. 


We are his Grandees, and expect as much prefer- 
ment there, 


For our good Service, as on Earth we ſhare. 
In them fin is but a meer privative of good, 


The frailty, and defe of fleſh and blood : 


= Inus 'tis a perfection, who profeſs 


L A ſtudied, and elaborate wickedneſs; 


$ Weare the great Rogal Society of Vice, 

: Whole Talents are to make diſcoveries, 

* And adyance Sin like other Arts, and Sciences. 
bl Tis I the bold Columbus only I, 


Who muſt new Worlds in Vice deſcry, 
And fix the pillars of unpaſſable iniquity. 
I 2. | 
How ſneaking was the firſt debauch that fin'd 


Who for ſo ſmall a Crime ſold humane kind! 
| Who 


» 


( 170 ) 
How undeſerving that high place, 


To be thought Parent of our fin, and race, 


Who by low guilt our Nature doubly did debaſe! 
Unworthy was he to be thought : 
Father of the great firſt born Cain, which he begot; | | 
The noble Cain, whoſe bold, and gallant att 
Proclaim'd him of more high extract : b | 
Unworthy me, > 
And all the braver patt of his Poſterity. 
Had the juſt Fates deſign'd me in his ſtead ; { 
I'd done ſome great, 'and unexampled deed : Z 
A deed, which ſhould decry 
The Stocks dull Equality, 
And ſhew that fin admits tranſcendency : 
- A deed, - wherein the Tempter ſhould not 


{hare 
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Above what Heav'n could puniſh, and | 
above what he could dare. 


For greater crimes than his I would have fc11, 


And afted ſomewhat, which might merit | 
more that Hell, | 
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An Apology for the foregoing Ode, by way of 
Epilogue. | 


Y partis done, and you'], I hope, excuſe 
M Th' extravagance of a repenting Muſe, 
Pardon what e're ſhe hath too boldly ſaid, 

She only acted herein Maſquerade. 

For the (light Arguments ſhe did produce, 
Were not to flatter Vice, but to traduce. 

So we Buffoons in Princely dreſs expoſe, 

Not to be gay, but more ridiculous. 

When ſhe an He@or for her Subje@ had, 

She thought ſhe muſt be Termagant, and mad : 


That made her ſpeak like a lewd Punk o'th* 
Town, 


| Whoby converſe with Bullies wicked grown, 


Has learn'd the Mode to cry all Virtue down. 
But now the Vizard's off; ſhe changes-Soene, 


And turnsa modeſt civil Girl agen; 


(x83 } 


Our Poet hasa different talte of Wit, 


Nor will to common Vogue himſelf ſubmit. 


Let ſome admire the Fops whoſe Talents lie 
In venting dull inſtpid Blaſphemy 3 
He ſwears he cannot with thoſe terms diſpenſe, 


Nor will be damn'd for the repute of ſenſe. 


Wit's name was never to profaneneſs due, 


For then you ſee he could be witty too: 
He could Lampoon the State, and Libel Kings, 


But that he's Loyal, and knows better things, 


Than Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſon 
ſprings. 


He likes not Wit,which can't a Licence claim, 


To which the Author dares not ſet his Name, 


Wit ſhould be open, court each Reader's eye, 


Not lurk in fly unprinted privacy. 
But Crim nal Writers like dull Birds of Night, 


For weakneſs, or for ſhame avoid the light ; 


May ſuch a Jury for their Audience have, 


And from the Bench, not Pit, their daom receive. 
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E 113) 
May they the Tow'r for their due merits ſhare; 


And a juſt wreath of Hemp, not Laurel wear : 
He could be Bawdy too, and nick the times, 


In what they dearly love; Damn'd placket 
Rhimes, 


Such as our Nobles write 


Whoſe nauſeous Poetry can reach no higher 
Z Than what the Codpiece, or its God inſpire. 
; So lewd, they ſpend at quill; you'd juſtly thiaks 
7 They wrote with ſorhething naſtier than fnk, 
Z But he ſtill thought that little Wit, or hone, 
® Which a juſt modeſty muſt never owii, 

2 And a meer Reader with a Bluſh attone. 

| J If Ribauldry deſerv'd the praiſe of Wit, 


2 He muſt reſign to each illit'cate Citt, 


2 And Prentices, and Car-men challenge it. 
* Evn they too can be ſmart, and witty there; 
. For all men on that Subje Poets are. 

' Henceforth he vows, if ever more he fin1 
Himſelf to the baſe itch of Verſe inclin'd 3 


Ccn4) 
If ere he's given up ſo far to write 3 


He never means to make his end delight: 
Should he do ſo; he muſt deſpair ſuccefs : 
For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleaſe, 
And muſt be damn'd for want of Wickednefſs. l 
He'l therefore uſe his Wit another way,, | 
And next the uglineſs of Vice diſplay. 
Tho againft Vertue once he drew his Pen, 


He'l ne're for ought, but her defence agen. 


Had he a Genius, and Poetick rage, 

Great asthe Vices of this guilty Age. 

Were heall Gall, and arm'd with ſtore of ſpight; 
"Tere worth his pains to undertake to write; 
Tonoble Satyr he'd dire his aim, 

And by't Mankind, and Poetry reclaim, A 
Hed ſhoot his Quills juſt like a Porcupine , 
At Vice, and make them ſtab in every Line, 
The world ſhould learn to bluſh, 


$i. 


And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wit, 


Which worſe than their own Conſciences ſhould 
fright, 

And all ſhould think him Reav'ns juſt Plague, de- 
lign'd 

To viſit for the fins of lewd Mankind, 
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Paſſion of Dyblis 


O UL OF 


Ovids Mcetamorpholis, B. 9.F. 11, 


Beginning at 


Byblis in exemplo eſt, ut ament conceſſa pueile. 
And ending with 


— Modumgque 
Exit, & infolix committit [epe repelli, 


OU heedleſs Maids, whoſe young, 
and tender hearts 


Unwounded yet, have ſcap'd the fa» 
tal darts; 


Let the ſad tale of wretched Byblis move, 


And learn by her to ſhun forbidden Love, 
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Not all the plenty, all the bright reſort 


Of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Carian Court, 
Could charm the hauty Nymph's difdainful heart, 


. Or from a Brother's guilty Love divert; 


Caunus ſhe loy'd, not as a Siſter ought, 
But Honour, Blood, and Shame alike forgot : 


Cann alone takes up her Thoughts, and Eyes, 


For him alone ſhe wiſhes, grieves and ſighs. 


At frſt her new-born Paſhon owns no name, 


A glim'ring Spark ſcarce kindling i ito Hlame ; 


She thinks it no offence, if from his Lip 
She ſnatch an harmleſs bliſs, if her fond clip 


With looſe embraces oft his Neck ſurround, 


And loveis yet in dcbts of Nature drown'd. 


Bur Loveat length grows naughty by degrees, 


And now ſhe likes, and ſtrives her ſelf to pleaſe : 


Well-dreſt the comes,& arms herEyes with darts, 
Her Sules with charms, and all the ſtudied ro 


WL ich prafis'd Love can teach to vagquiſh 
' hearts, | ) 


Jogu- 


of BYBLIS. 


Induſtrious now, ſhe labours to be fair, 
And envies all, whoever fairer are. 
Yet knows ſhe not,ſhe loves, but (till does grow, 
Inſenſibly the thing, ſhe does not know : 
Stri& honour yet her check'd deſires does bind, 
And modeſt thoughts, on this ſide wiſh confind: 
Only within ſhe ſooths her plealing flames, 
Z And now, the hated terms of Blood diſclaims: 
| | Brethey ſounds harſh; ſhe the unplealing word 
Strives to forget, and oftner calls him Lord - 
And when the name of Siſter grates her ear, 
Could wiſh't unſaid, and rather Byblis hear. 
Nor dare ſhe yet with waking thoughts admit 
A wanton hope : but when returning night 
With Sleep's ſoft gentle ſpell her Senſes charms, 
Kind fancy often brings him to her Arms : 
In them ſhe oft does the lov'd Shadow ſeem 


To graſp, and joys, yet bluſhes too in Dream. 


= She wakes, and long in wonder filent lies, 


And thinks on her late pleaſing Extaſies ; 
.m | 
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Now likes, and now abhors her guilty flame, 


. By turns abandon'd to her Love,and Shame: 


At length ber ſtruggling thoughts an utr'rance 
find, 


And vent the wild diſorders of her mind. 


« Ahme! (ſhe cries) kind Heaven avert! what 
means 


« This boading form, that nightly rides my dreamy? 


& Grant *em untrue! why ſhould lewd hope di- 
vine 2 


« Ah! why was this too charming Viſion ſcen? 
& Tis true,by the molt envious wretch,that (ces, 
« He's own'd all fair, and lovely, own'd a prize, 


« Worthy the congquelt of the brighteſt eyes : 


&*& A prize that wou'd my bigh'ſt Ambition {1j], 
& All Icould wiſg;-— but he's my brother (ill! 


& That crucl word ior ever mult digjoyn, 


& Nor can I hope, but thus, to have him mine, 
* Sincethen I waking never mult poſſeſs; 
« Let me in ileep at lealt enjoy the bliſs, 


& And ſure nice Vertue-can't forbid me this: 


& Kind | 
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« Kind ſleep does ng malicious {pics admit; 

6 Yet yields a lively-ſemblance of delight : 

« Gods! what a ſcene of joy was that! haw. faſt. 
« I claſp'd the Vilion to my panting dhreatt! 


& With what fierce bounds I ſprung to meet 1my 
 bhils, 


«© While my rapt Gal few out in every kils! 
« Till breathlels, faint, and foitly ſunk away, 
«] all diflalv'din recking pleaſures lay ! 
*& How ſweet is the remembrance yet! though 
"night 
4 Too haſty fled, drove on by envious light. 
« O that we might the Lawsof Nature break! 
© How well would Canns me an Husband make! 
© How well to Wife might he his Byblis take! 
*« Won'd 'God! it all things we had partners bin 
& Befides our Parents, and our fatal Kin: 
| * Wou'd thou wert nobler, I more'meanly born, 
| * Then guiltlels I'd deſpair'd, and ſuffer'd ſcorn: * 
” * Happy that Maid unknown, whoere ſhall prove 


» © ſo blcft, ſo envicd tp deſerve thy love. 


+. Un- 
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« Unhappy me! whom the ſame womb did joyn, 


&« Which now forbids me ever to be thine: ; 
« Curſt fate! that we alone in that agree, s 
« By which we ever muſt divided be. c 
« And muſt we be 2 what meant my Vifton then? 

« Arethey, and all their dear preſages vain ? 7 
« Have Dreams no credit, but with eafie love? 6 
* Or do they hit ſometimes, and faithful prove? q 


* The Gods forbid! yet thoſe whom I invoke, i 
& Have lov'd like me, have their own Siſters took: | «« 
& Great Satury, and his greater Off-ſpring Jove, | <« 
« Both ſtock'd their Heaven with Inceſtuaus love: 


4%-Gods have their priviledge : why do I ſtrive 


« To ſtrain my Hopes to their Prerogative ? 
* No, let me baniſh this forbidden fire, 


* Or quench it with my Blood, and with't expire: | 


; X 


« [nſtain'd in hanour, and unhurt in fame, 


+ & Let the Grave bury my Love, and Shame : 


{« But when at my laſt hour I gaſping lie, 
* Let only my kind Murderer be by : 


of BYBLIS. I25 
«© Let him, while I breath out my foul in ſighs, 
4 Or gaz't away, look on with pitying eyes : 
« Let him ( for ſure he can't deny me this ) 
« Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kiſs. 
« Beſides, *twere vain fhouldI alone agree 
« To what anothers Will muſt ratifie; 
« Cou'd | beſo abandon to conſent 3 


« What I have paſs for good and innocent, 


& He may perhaps as worſt of Crimes reſent. 


« Yet we amonglt our Race examples find 
& Of Brothers, who have been to Siſters kind : 
© Fam'd Carace cou'd thus ſucceſsful prove, 


« Cou'd Crown her wiſhes in a Brother's love. 
&« But whence cou'd I theſe inſtances produce? 


* How camel witty to my ruin thus ? 


* Whither will this mad frenzy hurry on? 


* Hence, hence, you naughty flames, far kence( | 
be gone, 


1 & Norlet me e're the ſhameful Paſſion own. 
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4-And yet ſhou'd he addreſs; I ſhou'd forgive, 


< T fear, I fear, I ſhou'd his fit receive 2 


&« Shall therefore I, who cou'd not love diſown 
« Offer'd by him; not mine tg make him known? 
© And eanſt thou ſpeak? can thy bold tonguede- | 
clare ?. | 
« Yes Love ſhall force:-—.and now methinks 1 | 
dare. 

< But leſt fond modeſty at length refule, 
« | will ſome ſure, and better method chuſe: 
6c A Letter ſhall my ſecret flames diſcloſe, 
« And hide my Bluſhes, but reveal their cauſe | 

This takes, and 'tis refolv'd as ſoon as ſaid, 
* With this ſhe rais'd her ſelf upon her bed, 


And propping with her hand her leaning head: 


« Happen what will ({ays ſhe) I'll make him know \ 
\« What painsy what raging pains I undergo : ; 
| «Ah me! I rave! what tempeſts ſhake my breaſt? F 
« And where? O where will thisdiſtraQion reſt? 

Trembling, her Thoughts endite, and oft her Eye ©” 
Looks back for fear of conſcious ſpies too nigh: 
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One hand her Paper, other holds her Pen, 


And Tears ſupply that Ink her Lines muſt drain. 
Now ſhe begins,now ſtops,and ſtopping frames 


New doubts, now writes, and now her writing 
damns. 


She writes, defaces, alters, likes, and blames : 
Oft throws in haſt her Pen, and Paper by, 
Then takes 'em up again as haſtily : 
Unſteddy her reſolves, fickle, and vain, 


'No ſooner made, but ſtrait unmade again: 


What her defires would have, ſhe does not know, 
Diſpleas'd withall, what ere ſhe goes to do : 

At once contending, ſhame, and hope, and fear, 
Wrack her toſt mind, and in her looks appear. 
Siſter was wrote; but ſoon miſguiding doubt 

R ecalls it, and the guilty word blots out. 

Again ſhe panſes, and again begins, 


Atlength her Pen drops out theſe haſty Lines: 


« Kind 
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« Kind health, which you, and only you can 
. grant. 


« Which, if deny'd, ſhe muſt for ever want ; | 
« To you your Lover ſends: ah! bluſhing Shame : 


« In ſilence bids her Paper hide her name : 

« Wou'd God the fatal Meſſage might be done 

« Without annexing it, nor Byblis known, 

« F'rebleſt ſucceſs her hopes, and wiſhes crown. 
« And had I now my ſmother'd greif conceal'd, 1 

« It might by tokens paſt have been reveal'd: 

« Athouſand proofs were ready to impart 

« The inward anguiſh of my wounded heart : 

« Oft, as your fight a ſudden bluſh did raiſe, 

&« My bleod came up to meet you at my face: 

« Oft (if you call to mind) my longing Eyes 


« Betray'din looks my ſouls too thin diſguiſe : A X 
©: Think how their Tears, think how my heaving | $ - 
Breaſt 2B 


« Ott in deep ſighs ſome cauſe unknown confeſt: © 


* Think -how theſe Arms did oft with fierce em « 
brace, 3 
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of BYBLIS. I29 
« Eager as my deſires, about you preſs: 


« Theſe Lips too, when they cou'd fo happy 
prove, 


« (Had you but mark'd) with cloſe warm kifles 
{trove 


« To whiſper ſomething more than Siſters Love. 


« And yet, though rankling grief my mind di- 
ltreſt, 


« Tho raging flames within burn up my breaſt, 

& Long time I did the mighty pain endure, 

« Long ſtrove to bring the fierce diſeaſe to cure: 
; | © Witneſs, ye cruel Pow'rs, who did 1nſpire 

F < This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiſtleſs fire, 

| * Witneſs, what pains (for you alone can know ) 
| © This helpleſs wretch toquench't did undergo: 
* A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
bk © Than a weak Virgin can be thought, I bore: 
1 ** Orematch'd in pow'r at laſt, 'm forc'd toyield, 
* © Andto the conqu'ring God reſign the field: 

* * To you, dear cauſe of all, I make addreſs, 

3 | * From you with humble pray'rs I beg redreſs: 


K You 
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& Yourule alone my arbitrary fate, 


& And life, and death on your dilpolai wait ; 
& Ordain, as you thiak fir; deny, or grant, 


« Yet know no {tranger 1s your {upphant. 


Me Bas ow ae... 


« But ſhe, who, thoto you by Blood allied 


6 Tn neareſt bonds, in nearer wou'd be ticd. 


»* LPS,” 


&« Let doting age debate of Law, and Right, 
& And gravely ſtatc the bounds of juſt, and fit ; 
6c *« Whoſe Wiſdom's but their Envy, to deſtroy 


6c And bar thoſe pleaſures, which they can't enjoy : 


Aa 


« Our blooming years, more {prigitly,: and more 
84), 
* By Nature we're delign'd tor love and play : W | 


* Youth knows no check, but leaps weak Vertus [| 
fence, 


& And briskly hunts the noble chaſe of Senſe : 


& Without dull thinking we enjoyment trace, 3 


* And call that lawful, whatſoe're does pleaſe. 2 


** Nor will our guilt want inſtances alone, 


* 'Tis what the glorious Gods above have done: 
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« Let's follow where thoſe great examples went, 
« Nor think that Sin, where Heaven's a precedent, 


« Let neither awe ot Fathers frowns, nor 
ſhame 


& For ought that ean be told by blabbing fame 

&« Nor any galtlier fantom, fcar can frame, 

« Frighten or ſtop us in our way to blils, 

* But boldly let us ruſh on happinels : 

% Where glorious hazards ſhall enhanſe debght, 

« And thar,that makes 1t dangerous, make tt great: 
« Relation too, which does our fault increaſe, 

* Will ſerve that fault the better to diſguiſe ? 

« That lets us now in private often meet 

* Blefs'd opportunities for {toln delight : 

«In publick often we embrace, and kils, 

* And fear no jealous, no {uſpeCting eyes. 

* How little more remains for me to crave! 

* How little more for you to give! O fave 

* A wretched Maid undone by Love, and you, ] 


* Who does in tears, and dying accents ſue; 


K. 4 66 Who 
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* Who bleeds that Paſſion, ſhe had ne're reveal'd, 


© If not by Love, Almighty Love compell'd: 

© Nor ever let her mourntul Tomb complain, 

« Flere Byblis lies, kill'd by your cold diſdain. 

| Here forc'd to end, for want of room, not will 
To add, her lines the crowded Margin fill, 
Nor ſpace allow for more: ſhe trembling, folds 
The Paper, which her ſhameful MeſTage holds; 
And ſealing, as ſhe wept with boading fear, 

She wet her Signet with a falling Tear. 

This 4one, a truſty Meſſenger ſhe call'd, 

And in kind words the whiſper'd Errand told: 


* Go, carry this with faithful care, ſhe ſaid, 


2 my dear,-—-there fhe paus'd a while, and\ 


© "Wu ll 
| .diU, 


+: by and by—Brother—-was heard to add: 
\'s ſhe dehver'd it with her commands, | 
The Letter fell from out her trembling hands, 
Diſmay'd with the ill Omer, ſhe anew 
Noubted ſucceſs, and held, yet bad him go, 
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He goes, and after quick admiſſion got 
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To Caiinus hands the fatal ſecret brought: 

Soon as the doubtful Youth a glance had caſt 
On the firſt lines, and gueſt by them the reſt, 
Strait horror, and amazement fill'd his breaſt : 
Impatient with his rage, he could not ſtay 

To ſee the end, but threw't half read away. 


Scarce could his hands the trembling wretch for- 
bear, 


Nor did his tongue thoſe angry threatnings ſpare - 

&« Fly hence, nor longer my chaf'd fury truſt; 

* Thou curſed Pander of deteſted Luft ; 

* Fly quickly hence, and to thy ſwiftneſs owe 

<« Thy life, a forfcit to my vengeance due: 

* Which, had not danger of my Honour crolt, 

* Thou'dft paid by this, and been ſent back aGhoſ?, 
He the rough orders ſtrait obeys, and bears 

Thekilling news to wretched Byb//s ears; 

Like ſtriking Thunder the fierce tidings (tun, 


And to her heart quicker than lightning run: 
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The frighted blood forſakes her ghaſtly face, 


And a ſhort death doth every Member leizc: 


But ſoon as ſenſe returns, her frenzy too 


Returns, and in theſe words breaks forth anew. 


« And juſtly ſerv'd z—for why did fooliſh 1 


« Conſent to make this raſh diſcovery ? 


« Why Gid I thus in haſty lines reveal 


«* That dang'rous ſecret; Honour wou'd conceal? Pi 


* I ſhou'd have firſt with art difguis'd the hook, ) 
« And ſcen how well the gawdy bait had took, 4 
« And found him hung at leaſt before I ſtrook : ) 3 
«From (NOTE I ſhou'd have fir({t defcri'd the wind | ; 
« Whether twould prove to my adventure kind, \ I? 


« Ee I to untry'd Seas my felt refign'd : 


© Now aaſh'd on Rocks, unable to retire, | 
* I mult 1th wreck of all my hopes expire, 
* And wasnot I by tokens plain enough = 


* Fore-warr'd to quit my inauſpicious Love ? 


* Did not the Fats my ill ſucceſs foretel), 


© When from my hands th' unhappy Letter fell? 


C\ & 0 E 
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« $9 ſhould my hopes have done, and my delign, 


« That, or the day ſhould then have alter'd beenz 
© Butt rather the unlucky day; when Heaven 
«* Such ominous proofs of its diſlike had given? 
« And ſoit had, had not mad Patton ſway'd, 
« And Reaſon been by blinder Love milled. 

* Belides (alas! )I thou'd my ſclf have gone, 
** Nor made my Pen a proxy to my I onguez 


* Much more I cou'd have {poke,much more have 
told, 


* Than a ſhort Letter's narrow room would hold * 
* He might have ſcen my looks, my wiſhing Eyes 
* My melting Tears, and heard my begging Sighs5 
*© About his Neck I could have ilung my Arms, 

* And been all over Love, all over Charms; 


* Graſp'd, and hung on his Knees, and there have 
dycd, 


* There breath'd wy gaſping Soul! out, it denied: 
* This and ten thouſand things I might have done 


* To make my Paſſion with advantage known 3 
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&« Which if they each could not have bent his mind, 


« Yet ſurely all had forc'd him to be kind. 


« Perhaps he, whomlI ſent, was toon fault, 


« Nor rightly tim'd his Meſſage, as he ought ; ' 
« | fearhe went in ſome 1l]-choſen hour, ? 
© When cloudy weather made his temper Jour, 

« Not thoſe calm ſeaſons of the mind, which pr ove, 


< The fitteſt to receive the ſeeds of Love ; 


<« Theſe things have ruin'd me ; for doubtleſs he 
&« Ts made of humane fleſh, and blood; like me; ; 
« He ſuck'd no Tygreſs ſure, nor Mountain Bear, | ? 
& Nor does his Breaſt relentleſs Marble wear. } 
 *He muſt, he ſhall conſent, again I'll try, | $ 
* And try again, if he again deny : bt 
« No ſcorn, no harſh repulſe, or rough defeat ; Q | 
*« Shall ever my deſire, or hopes rebate. , 
« My earneſt ſuits ſhall never give him reſt, E « 
« While Life, and Love moredurable, ſnall laſt : | 
« Alive T1! preſs, till breath in pray'rs be loſt, 3 
«* And after come a kind beſceching Ghoſt. 5 
S$ 
« For, * 


OAT” 

> 86% 
fo» 

& 

%., 


- #4 

-. J 

bo 

« 

» 

-- +68 

© 
- 


of BYBLTIS. 137 
« For, if 1 might, what I have done, recall, 


< The firſt point were, not to have don't at all; 
« But ſince *tis done, the ſecond to be gain'd 

« I5 now to have, what I have ſought, attain'd : 
« For he, though I ſhould now my wiſhes quit, 
« Can never my unchaſt attempts forget : 

« Should I deſiſt, 'twill be believ'd that I 

« By (lightly asking, taught him to deny ; 

« Or that I tempted him with wily fraud, 

« And ſnares for his unwary honour laid : 

« Or, what I ſent (and the belief were juſt ) 


& Were not th* efforts of Love, but ſhameful 
Luft. 


* In fine, I now dare any thing that's ill ; 
«Ive writ, I have ſolicited, my will 


* las been debauch'd ; and ſhou'd I thus give 
our, 


* I cannot chaſt, and innocent be thought : 
« Much there is wanting ſtill to be fulfill'd, 
« Much to my wiſh, but little to my guilt. 
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She ſpoke 3 but ſuch is her unſetled mind, 


It ſhifts from thought to thought, like veering 
wind, = 
Now to this point, and now to that inclin'd : | 
e What ſhe could wiſh had unattempted bcen : 
She ſtrait is cager toattempt agen : 
What ſhe repents, ſhe actsz and now lets looſe 
The reins to Love, nor any bounds allows, 
Repulſe upon repulſe umov'd ſhe bears, 


And (till ſues on, while ſhe her ſuit deſpairs. 
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Upon a WO MA N, whoby ber Falſhood and 
Scorn was the Death of my Friend. 


— —  —o—__— _— 
— - — 


O ſhe ſhallne're eſcape, if Gods there 
be, 


Unleſs they perjur'd grow, and falſe 


as ſhe; 


Though no ſtrange Judgment yet the Murd'refs 
ſeize 


To puniſh her, and quit the partial Skies: 
Though no revenging lightning yet has flaſhe 


From thence, that might her criminal beauties *:. .? 
blaſt : 


Tho they in their old luſtre (till prevail, 
# Bynodilcaſe, nor guilt it [elf made pale. 
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Guilt, which ſhould blackeſt Moors themſelves” 
but own, 


Would make through all their night new bluſhe 
dawn : 


Though that kind ſoul, who now augments the 
bleſt, | 


Thither too ſoon by het unkindneſs chas'd. 
(Where may it be her ſmall'ſt, and lighteſt doom, 


( For that's not half my curſe) never tocome) 


Though he, when prompted by the high'(t de- 
ſpair, 


Ne're mention'd her without an Hymn, or 
Prayer, 


And could by all her ſcorn be forc'd no more 
Than Martyrs to revile what they adore. 
Who, had he curſther with his dying breath; 
Had done but juſt, and Heaven had forgave: 
Tho ill-made Law no Sentence has ordain'd 
For her, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd. 


( For 5 Hi Womens Scorn, and DoQtors -| 
$K1 'S 


All by a licene'd way of murder kill, 
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Tho ſhe from Juſtice of all theſe go free | 


And boaſt perhaps in her ſucceſs, and cry, 


'Twas but a little harmleſs perjury : 

Yet think ſhe not, ſhe till ſecure ſhall prove, 
Or that none dare avenge an 1njur'd Love: 

I riſein Judgement, am tobe to her 

Both Witneſs, Judge, and Executioner : 
Arm'd with dire Satyr, and reſentful ſpite, 

I come to haunt her with the ghoſts of Wit. 
My Ink unbid ſtarts out, and flies on her, 

Like blood upon ſome touching murderer : 7 
And (ſhou'd that fail, rather than want, I wou'd, 
Like Haggs,to curſe her, write in my own blood. 

Ye ſpightful pow'rs (if any there can be, 
That boaſt a worſe, and keener ſpite than [) 
Aſfiſt with Malice, and your mighty aid 


My ſworn Revenge, and help me Rhime her 
dead ; 


$ Grant I may fix ſuch brands of Infamy, 
+ 50 plain, ſo deeply grav'd on her, that ſhe, 


Her , 
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| Is Witch by Law, and that a meer compatt : 


er Skill, Patches, nor Paint, all joyn'd can hide, 
And which ſhall laſting as her Soul abide : 
Grant my ſtrong hate may ſuch ſtrong poiſon caſt, 
That every breath may taint, and rot, and blaſt, 
Till one large Gangrene quite o'reſpread her fame 
With foul contagion ; till her odious name, 
Spit az, and curſt by every mouth like mine, 
Be terror ta her ſelf, and all her line. 

Vileſt of that viler Sex, who damn'd us all ! 
Ordain'd to cauſe, and plague ns for our fall! 


WOM AN! nay worſe! for ſhe can nought be 
ſatd, 


But Mammy by ſome Dev! inhabited : 


FA w—_ —__ - 


Not made in Heaven's Mint, but baſe coin'd, 


a ST . = 


She wears an humane 1mage ſ{tampt on Fiend ; 


And whoſo Marriage would with her contra&, 


Her Soul (if any Soul in her there be ) 


By Hell was breath'd into her in a lye, 


> ©... ws 


And its whole {tock of talſhood there was lent, 


As if hereafter to be true it meant : 


Bawd 
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Bawd Nature taught her jilting, when ſhe made 


And by her make, deſign'd her for the trade : 


Hence *twas ſhe daub'd her with a painted Face, 
That ſhe at once might better cheat, and pleaſe : 
All thoſe gay charming looks, that court the eye, 
Are but an ambulh to hide treachery ; 

Miſchief adorn'd with pomp,and ſmooth diſguiſe, 
A painted skin ſtuff'd tull of guile and lyes; 
Within a gawdy Calc, a naſty Soul, 

Like T 


| Such ona Cloud thoſe flatt'ring colours are, 


of quality in a gilt Cloſe-ſtool : 


Which only ſerve to dreſs a Tempeſt fair. 
So Men upon this Earth's fair ſurface dwelly. 
Within are Fiends, and at the center Hell : 


Court-promiſes, the Leagues, which Stateſ-men 
hy, 


make : 
With more convenience, and moreeaſe to break, 
The Faith, a Jeſuit in allegiance ſwears, 
Ora Town-jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears, 


Are firm, and certain all, compar'd with hers: 


E2rly : 
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Early in falſhood, at her Font ſhe licd, 


And ſhould ev'n then for Perjury been tried: 
Her Conſcience ſtretch'd, and open as the Stews, 
But laughs at Oathis, and plays with ſolemn Vows. 


And at her mouth ſwallows down perjur'd 
breath, 


More glib than bits of Lechery beneath : 
Leſs ſerious known, when ſhe doth molt protelt, 
Than thoughts of arranteſt Buffoons in jeſt : 
More cheap, than the vile mercenarie{t Squire, 
That plies for Half-crown Fees at Weſtminſter, 
' And trades in ſtaple-Oaths, and Swears to hire: 


Leſs Guilt than hers, leſs breach of Oath, and 
Word | 


Has ftood aloft, and look'd through Penance 
board; 


And he that truſts her in a Death-bed Prayer, 
Has Faith to merit, and fave any thing, but her. 


But ſince her Guilt deſcription does out-go3 þ- 


T'll.try if it out-ſtrip my Curſes too.; 


Curics 
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Curſes, which may they equal my juſt hate, 
My wiſh, and ber deſert, be each ſo great; ( 


Each heard like Pray'rs; and Heaven make 'erh{ 
fate, ) 


Firſt, for her Beaiities, which the Miſchief 
brought, 


May the affedted, they be borrow'd thought, 
By her own hand, not that of Natiire wrought : 
Her Credit, Honour, Portioh, Health, and thoſe 
Provelight;and frail,as her broke Faith,and Vows. 
Some bale uhnam'd Diſeaſe, her Carkaſs foi, 
And tnake her Body ugly, as her Soul. 
Cankers, and Ulcers eat her, till ſhe be, 
Shun'd like InfeCtion, loath'd like Infamy. 
Strehgth quite expir'd, raay ſhe alone retain 
The ſtiff of Life, rtiay that unquench'd remain, 
| Asinthe damn'd, tb keep het freſh for pain: } 
b- Hot Luſt light 6n her, and the plagiie of Pride 
& On that?-this evet ſcorn'd, as that denied : 
Ach, Anguiſh, horror, grief, diſhonour, ſhame 
Purſue at once her bod y; ſoul, and fame: 


x46 ASATTIR 
If e're the Devil-love mult enter her 


(For nothing (ure but Fiends can enter there ) 
May ſhe a juſt and true tormenter find, 

And that like an ill.conſcience rack her mind; 
Be ſome Diſeas'd, and ugly wretch her fate, 
She doom'd to love of one, wham all elfe hate, 
May he hate her, and may her deſtiny 

Be to deſpair, and yet love an, and diez 

Qr ta invent ſame wittier puniſhment, 

May he, to plague her, out of ſpite conſent; 
May the old fumbler, though diſabled quite, 
Have ſtrength to give her Claps, but na delight; 
May he of her uojuſtly jealous be 

For one that's worſe, and uglier far than he : 
May's Impotence balk, and tarment her Juſt, 
Yet ſcarcely her to dreams, ox wiſhes truſt ; 
Forc'd ta be chaſt, may ſhe ſulpeRed be, 
Share none q'th' Pleaſure, all the Infamy.. 
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In fine, that I all curſes may compleat 


( For I've but curs'din jeſt, raillied yet) 
Whate're the Sex deſerves, or feels, or fears, 
May all thoſe plagues be hers, and only hers; 
Whate're great Favourites turn'd out of doors, 
Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and diſappointed Whores, 
# Orloſing Gameſters vent, what Curſes e're 

Are ſpoke by ſinners raving in deſpair : 

| All thoſe fall on her, as they're all her due, 

Till ſpite can't think, nor Heav'a inflict anew : 


May then (for once I will be kind, and pray ) 
No madneſs take her uſe of Senſeaway : 
But may ſhe in full ſtrength of Reaſon be, 

To feel, and underſtand her miſery ; 

Plapu'd fo, till ſhe think/damninga releaſe, 

” And humbly pray to goto Hell for caſe : 

y Yet may not all theſe ſuff'rings here attone 

5 Her (in, and may ſhe ſtill go ſinning on, 
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Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th Score, 

Till on her Soul ſhe can get truſt no more! 
Then may ſhe Stupid, and Repentleſs die, 
And Heav'n it ſelf forgive no more tha I, 


But ſo be damn'd of meer neceſſit” , 
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Hould ſome ill Painter in a wild deſign 


Toa mans Head an Horics ſhoulders joyn; 
Or Fiſhes Tail to a fair Womans Waſte, 


Or draw the Limbs of many a diffetent Beaſt, 


Ill matcli'd, and with as motly Fearhzrs dreſt; 
If you by chance were to pats by his S10p ; 
Could you forbear from liughing at the Fop, 
Arid not believe hini whirnſical, or mad? 
Credit me; Sir; that Book is quiteas bad, 
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As worthy laughter, which throughour is fill'd 


With monſtrous inconſiſtencies, more vain,and wild 
Than'ſick mensDreams, whoſe neither head,nor tail, 
Nor any parts indue proportion fall. 

Bur *rwill be ſaid , None ever did deny 

Painters and Poets their free liberty 

Of feigning any thing : We grant it true, 

And the ſame privilegecrave and allow : 

But to mix natures clcarly oppoſite, 

Fo make the Serpent and the Dove unite, 

Or Lambs from favage Tygers ſeek defence, 
Shocks Reaſon, and the Rules of common Senſe. 


Some, who-would have us think they meant to 
rreart 


Art firſt on Arguments of preateſt weight, 
| Ate proud, when here and there a glittering line 


Doesthrough the maſs of their coarſc rubbiſh ſhine: 


[a gay digreſſions they delight torove, 
Detcribing here a Temple, there a Grove, 
A Vaiccnamel'd o're with pleaſant ſtreams, | 
A painted Rainbow, or the gliding Thames. - ; 

But | 
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But how does this relate, to their deſign 2 | 


Though goad elſewhere, 'cis here bur foiſted in, 
A common Dawber may perhaps have skill £ 
To paint a Tavern Sign, or Landskip well : 
But what is this to drawing of a Fight, 
A Wrack, a Storm, or the /a/? Judgment right 2 
When thefair Model, and Foundation ſhows, 
That you ſome great Eſcarial would produce, 
How comes it dwindied to a Cottage thus? 
In fine, whatever work you mean to frame, 
Be uniform, and every where the ſame, 

Moſt Poets, Sir, ('tis cafic to obſerve) 
Into the worſt of faults arc apt to ſwerve 
Through a falſe hope of reaching excellence : 
Avoiding length, we often cramp our Scnſe, 
And make't obſcure ; oft, when we'd have our ftile 
Eaſie, and flowing, lole its force the while : 
9gome, ſtriving toſurmount the common flight, 
Soar up in airy Bombaſt out of ſight. 
Others, who fear to a. bold: pitch rorruſt 


Themſelves, flag low, and humbly ſweep the duſt: 
A 3 An 
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And many fond of ſeeming marvellous, 


While they too careleſly rranſorel $ the Laws 
Of likelihood , moſt odd Chimeras feign, 


Nalphins in Woods, and Boars upon the Main, 


Thus they,who would take aim,but want the kill, 


Miſs always, and ſhoot wide, or narrovy ſtill. 
Nie of the meaneſt Workmen inthe Town 

Can imitate the Nails, or Hair if Scone, 

_ And fothelife enough perhaps, who yet 

Wants maſtery ro make the Work complete : 

Troth, Sir, if *twere my fancy to compoſe, 

Rarher thanbe this bungling wretch, Td chooſe 

To wear acrooked and unſtghtly Noſe 

Mong other handſom features of 1 Face 

Which only wou!d fer off my uglineſs, 

| B: ſure allyou thatundertake to Write, 

To chuſe 2 Subje&t for your Genius fir : 

Try long and ojren what your Talents are ; 

Whar i is the burchen, which your parts will bear, 

And where they Hail : he thar diſcerns with kill 


To cull op is Argument, and matter well, 1 
$;- i: Will 


Horace bs Art of Poetry, 
Will never be to ſeek for Eloquence 


To dreſs, or method to diſpoſe his Senſe. 
They the chief Art; and Grace in order ſhow 
(If I may claim any pretence to know ) 

Who time diſcreetly what's to be diſcours'd, 
What ſhould beſaid ar laſt, and what ar firſt : 
Some paſſages at preſent may be heard, 
Others till afterward are beſt deferr'd : 
Verſe, which diſdains the Laws of Hiſtory, 


Speaks things notas they are, but ought to be : 


Whoever will in Poetry excel, 
Muſt learn, and uſe this hidden ſecret well. 

"Tis next to be obſery'd, that care is due, 
And ſparingnelſs in framing words anew : 
You ſhew your maſt'ry, it you have the knack 
yoto make uſe of what known word you take, 
To give't anewer ſenſe: if there be need 
For ſome uncommon matterto be faid ; 
Pow'r of inventing terms may be allow'd, 
Which Chaucer and his Age nc're underſtood ; 
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Provided always, as 'twas ſaid before, 


We ſeldom, and diſcreetly uſe that powr, 
Words newand forcin may he beſt brought in, 
If borrow'd from a Languagenear akin: 

' Why ſhould the peeviſh Criticks now forbid 
To Lee, and Dryden, what was not deny'd 
To Shakeſpear, Ben, and Fletcher heretofore, 
For which they praiſe, and commendation bore ? 
If Spencer's Muſe be juſtly ſoadar'd 
For that rich copiouſnels, wherewith he ſtor'd 
Our Native Tongue; for Gods fake why ſhould[ 
Straight be thought arrogant; if modeſtly 
[ claim and uſe the ſelf fame liberty ? 
This the juſt Right of Poets ever was, 
And will beſtill, ro coin what words they plcaſc, 
Well firted to the preſent Age, and Place, 

Words with the Leaves of Trees a ſemblance holg 

In thisreſpeR, whereevery year the old 


Fall off,'and new ones in their places grow : 


Death isthe Fate of all rhings here below : 
S- © | 


Nature 
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Nature her ſelf by Art has changes felt, 


The Tangier Mole ( by our great-Monarch built) 
Like a vaſt Bulwatk inthe Ocean ſer, 
From Pyrates and from Storms defends our Fleet : 


Fens every day aredrain'd, and Men-now Plow, 
And Sow, and Reap,where they before might Row, 
And Rivers have been taught by Middleton = 
From their old courſe within new Banks to run, 
And. pay their uſcful Tribute to the Town. F 
If Mans and Natures works ſubmitto Fate, 


Much leſs muſt words expett a laſting date 1 


Many which we approve for currant now, 


In the next Age out of requeſt ſhall grow : 


Andothers which are now thrown out of doors; 


Shall be reviv'd, and come again in force, (draw, 


It cuſtom pleaſe : from whence their vogue they 

Which of our Specch is the ole Judg, and Law. 

| Homerfirſt ſhew'dusin Heroick firains | 
To writeot Wars, of Battles and Campaigns, 


P * = _ 
Xingsand great Leaders,mighty in Renown, 


And him we ſtill for our chief Pattern own, 


Soft © 
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Soft Elegy, delign'd for grief, and tears, 


Was firſt devis'd co grace ſome mournful Here: 
Since to a brisker note 'ris taught to move, 
Andcloaths our gayeſt Paſſions, Joy, and Loye. 
But, who was firſt Inventer of the kind, 

| Criticks have ſought, but never yer could find. 
Gods, Heroes, Warriors, and rhe lofty praiſe 
Ot peaceful Conquerors in. Pi/a's Race, 


The Mirth and Joys, which Love and Wine 
proguce, | 


With other wanton allies of a Mule, 

The ſtately Ode does for i its Subjects chooſe. 
Archilochus to vent his Gall and ſpite, 

In keen lambicks firſt was known to write: 

Dramatick Authors us'd this ſort of Verſe 

On all che Greek and Roman Theaters, 

As for Diſcourſe and Converſation fir, 

And apt'ſtto drown the noiſes of the Pit, 
If 1 diſcern nor the true tile and air, 

Nor how to giyethe proper Character 


- 
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Toevery kind of works howdarcl claim, 

And challenge to my ſelf a Poets Name ? 

And why had I with awkard modeſty, 

Rather than learn, always unskilful be 2 

Volpe and Moroſe will not adenit 

Of Catilize's high ſtrains, not is ir fir 

To make Sejanus onthe Stage appear 

In the low dreſs, which Comick perſons wear, 

Whart c're theSubje& be, on which you wrire, 

Give cach thing its due place, and time aright e 
Yer Comedy fometimes may raiſe her ſtile, 

= Andangry Chremes is allow'd toſwell, 

| © And Tragedy alike ſometimes has leave 

EZ To throw off Majeſty, when 'tis to grieve: 


E Peleus and Telephus in milery, 
3 Lay their big words, and bluſt'ring language by, > 
| If they expeCt ro make their Audience cry. 

T'Tis not enough to have your Plays fucceed ; 

| | [That they be elegant: they muſt not need 


Thoſe © 
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Thoſe warm and moving touches which impart 


A kind concernment to each Hearers hearr, E 


And raviſh it which way they pleaſe with arr. 
Where Joy and.Sorrow put on good diſguile, 
Ours with the perſons looks ſtraight ſympathize: 
Would'ſt haveme weep? thy ſelf muſt firſt begin: 
Then, Telephus, to pity I incline, 

And think thy caſe, and all thy fuff rings mine ; 
Burt if thou'rt made -to at thy part amiſs, 

I can't forbear to ſleep, or laugh, or hiſs, 

Let words expreſs the looks, \which ſpeakers wear 
Sad, fit a monrnful, and dejected air ; 


The paſſionate muſt huft, and ſtorm, and rave; 


The gay be pleaſant, and the ſerious grave. 


For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within, || 


To takeall manner of Impreſſions in. 


Now makes us hot, and ready totake fire, 


Now hope, now joy, noiv {arrow does infpire, 


And all theſe paſſionsin ous face appear, 


Ot which the Tongue is ſole interpreter : 
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But he whoſe words, and Fortunes do not ſuit, 


By Pit and Gall'ry both, is hooted our. 
*® Obſerve what Charadters your, perſons fit, 
= Whether the Maſter ſpeak, or Todelet - 
# Whether a man, thar's elderly in growth, 
Z Or a brisk Hotſpur in his boiling youth : 


SA roaring Bully, or a ſhirking Chear, 
# A Court-bred Lady, or a tawdry Cit: 
A prating Goſlip, or a jilting Whore, 


FA travell'd Merchant, or an home ſpun Boor : | 
| paniard, or French, Italian, Dutch, or Dane; 
ENative of 7; urky, India, or Japan. 

Z Either from Hiſtory your perſons rake, 
TOr let themnorhing inconſiſtent ſpeak : 

2J: you bring great Achi/es on the Stage, 

2Ler him be fierce and brave, all heat and rage, 
YL nflexible, and head-ſtrong to all Laws, 

- j But thoſe, which Arms and hisown will impoſe. 
= ruel Medea muſt no pity have, 

$7xion muſt be treacherous, Jo grieve, 


*T muſt wander, and Oreſtes rave, 
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But it you dare to tread in paths unknown, 
And boldly ſtart new perſons of your own ; 
Beſure to make them in one train agree, 
And letthe end like the beginning be. 

'Tis difficult for Writers toſucceed 
On Arguments, which none before have tri'd : 
The 1iad, or the Odyſſee with eaſe 
Will better furniſh SubjeQts for your Plays, 
Than that you ſhould your own Invention truſt, 
And broach unheard-of things your ſelt the firſt, 


In copying others works, to make thetn pals, 


And ſeem your own, let theſe few Rules take plac | 


When you ſomeof their Story repreſent, 
Take care that you new Epiſodes invent : 
Be not toonice the Authors words to trace. 
Bur vary all with a freſh air; and grace ; 
Nor ſuch ſtri& rules of imitation chooſe, 
Which you muſt ſtill be tied to follow cloſe, 
Oc forc'd-to a retreat for want of room. 


Give over, and ridiculous become: 
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Do not like that affected Fool begin, 

King Priam's Fate, aud Troy's fam'd War, 1 ſing. 

= What willthis mighty Promiſer produce ? 

Youlook for Mountains, and out creeps a Mouſe, - 

/ ' How ſhort isthis of 'Zomer's fine Addreſs, 

| And Art, whone'refays any thing amiſs 2 | 

* Muſe, ſpeak the man, Who fince Troy's laying weſte) 

- Into ſuch numerous Dangers has been caſt, 

& So many Towns, and various People paſt : 

+ He does not laviſh at a blaze hisFire, 


© To glare a while, and ina Snuffexpire : 


But modeſty art firſt conceals his light, 
> Indazling wonders, then breaks forth to ſight ; 


j 3 Surprizes you with Miraclesall o're, 
Makes dreadful Scylla and Charybdis roar, 
p Cyclops, and bloudy Ze/trygons deyour : 
Nor does he time in long Preambles ſpend, 
\ Deſcribing Meleager's ruful end, 

When he's of Diomed's return totreat; 
i Nor when he would the Trojan War relate, 


® The Tale of brooding Leda's Eggs repeat. 
b | Buc * 
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Bur ſtill to the deſign'd event hafles bn, 

And art firſt daſh, as if before*twere known, 

Embarques you in the middle of the Plor, 

And what is unimprovable leaves out, 

And mixes Truth and Fiftion skilfully, 

That nothing in the whole may diſagree. 
Whoe're you are, that ſer yourſelves to write, 

If you expe to have your Audience fit 

Till the fifth A& be done, and Curtain fall ; 

Mind what Inſtructions I ſhall further tell : 

Our Guiſe, and Manners alter with our Age, 

And ſuch they muſt be brought upon he Stage, 
A Child, who newly has to Specch attain'd, 

And now can go without the Nurſes hand, 

To play with thoſe of his own growth is pleas'd, 

Suddenly angry, and as ſoon appeas'd, 

Fond of new Trifles, and as quickly cloy'd, 

And loatas next hour what hethe laſt enjoy'd. 
The beardleſs Youth from Pedagogue gor looſe, 

Does Dogs and Horſes fer his pleaſures chooſe ; 


Yield | 
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Yiclding, and foft to every print of vice; 

Reſty to thoſe who would his faults cnaſtile; 
Careleſs of Profit, 'of expences vain, 

Hauglity, and eager his defires t' obtain. 

And ſwifttoquit the famte deſires again; 

Thoſe, who to manly years, and ſenſe ate grown, 
Seek Wealth and Friendſhip, Honour and Renowri: 
And aredifcreer; and fearful how toadt | 
What after they muſt alter and correCt: 

Diſeaſes, Ills, and Troubles numberleſs 
Attend old Men; and with theit Age increaſe : 

In painful toil they ſpend their wretched years; 
Still heaping Wealth, and with that wealch neiy 
Fond topoſlels, 'and fearful ro enjoy, ( cares: 
Slow, and fufpicious in their managry; 

{ Full of Delays; and Hopes, lovers of caſe; 


& Greedy of life, morols, and hard to pleale, 


: ' Enviousart Pleaſures of the young and gay; 
Whete thoy themſelves riow want a ſtock to play ; 
| f1 natur'd Genſots' of the preſent Age; 

| Arid what has paſt ſince they have quit the Stage : 


B But » 
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But loud Admirers of Queen, Beſſe's time, | 


And what was done when they, were in their.prime, 
Thus, what our tide of flowing years brings in, 

Still with our cbbot life goes our agen... . 

The humors of Fourſeore will never hit 

One of Fifteen, nor a Boy's-part befir 

A full-grown man : itſhews no mean Ad refs, 

If you the tempersof each Age cxpreſs,; _ 
Some thingsare beſt to act, others rg tell; 

Thoſe by the car conyey'd, do not fo well, 

| Norhalf ſo movinglyaffect the mind,” |! .| 


As what we to our cyes preſented find. 


Yer there are many things,, which ſhould: not come ; 


In view, nor pals beyond the Tiring Raom: 
Which, afrer in expreſlive Latguage told, | 
Shall pleaſe the Audience-mare, than-tabchold: ; 
Let not Medea ſhew her fatal rage, 
And cur her Childrens Throats upon theStage: 

Nor Oedipus tear out his eye-balls ther 0p 

Nor bloudy Atrew his dire'Feaſt prepare ;': 


> © ww 
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Cadnius, nor Progne their odd changes take, 
Thisto a Bird, the otlier to'a Snake 1 
Whatever ſo incredible y6n ſhow, 
Shocks my Belief,” atid "raight does rimiſcous | 
grow. 

Five Acts,no more, wer leſs, your Play: mult have; 
If you'l an handſom Third Days ſhare receive. 
Let not a God beſunnmbi'd.to attend. + 
On a ſlight errand, narb8-Wire deſcend, 
Unleſs th-jmportance:of the Plot crngage; <1 
And let bus Three at onceſpeak onthe Stage: 

Be ſure to-make the Chorus till promote 
- The chiet Intrigue and buſineſs of the:Plor 1 
Betwixt.the Acts theremuſt be nothing Sung, 
Which doeg.not to the main Delign belong : 
The praiſes of the Good guſt here be told, 
& The Paſſions eurb'd, and foes of Vice extoll'd: 
= Here Thrijz and —__ and wholelomey 


Laws, : : 
© SreiGt Juſtice, and the gentle calois of Peace _ . (, 


® Muſt haye their Commendarions, and Applauſe: 


BY» And 
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And Prayers muſt be ſent to:Heaven to.guide 


Blind Fortunes bleflings to the juſter (1 ide; | 
To raiſe the Poor, and lower proſp'rous Pride. _ 
ttm. | 
Whilſt in the Cock-Pir and Black Friers- itftood : | 
And this might pleaſe enough in former Reigns, 
A thrifty, thin, and baſhful Audience: - 

When Buſſy 4 Ambeisand/his Fultian rok, 

And men were ravifſh'd'\wirh Queen Gordobuc. 

Bur ſince our['Monarch by! kind Heaveri fent, 
Brought back the Arts with him from Baniſhment, 


And by his pentle influence gaveincreaſe | | 

To all the harmleſs Luxutiesof peace: | - 
Favour'd'/by him, out Stageihas flourilh'd too, 
Andevery day'in outward fplendor grew-« bitte” 
In Muſick, ' 861g, and Danee of every-kind, 
And all thegrace of ACtion'tis tefin'd ; ''' 
And ſince that Opera's atleggth came in,” 


Our Players have ſo well improv'd the Scens 
With gallantry of Habir, a and -Ddachine F 


- 
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As makes our Theater in Glory vie 


Wichthe beſt Ages of Antiquity : 

And mighty Roſc;us were heliving now, | 

Would envy both our Stage, and Acting too. 
Thoſe, who did firſt in Tragedy eſſay 

( When a vile Goat was all the Poets day ) 

Us'd to allay their SubyjeCts gravity 

With enterludes of Mirth, and Raillery : 

Here they brought rough, and naked Satyrs in, 


Whoſe Farce-like Geſture, Motion, Speech, an 


Reſemble thoſe of modern Mwleguin 

Becauſe ſuch antick Tricks, and od grimace, 

| After their drunken Feaſts on Holidays, * 

& The giddyand hot-headed Rout would pleaſe: 
; As the wild Featsof Merry Andrews now 


” Divert the ſenfleſs Crowd at Bartho/mew. 


Burhe, that would in this Mock-way cxcel, 


q And exerciſe the Art of Railing well, 


1 Had need with diligence obſerve this Ruler | 


& In turning ſcrious things toridicule : 
B 3 


Meen | 


2 


C 
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If he an Hero, or a God bringin, 


Wirth Kingly Robes and Scepter lately ſeen, 

Let them not ſpeak, like Burleſque Chatatters, 

The wit of Billing ſzate and 7, emple-ſtairs ; 

Nor, while they of thoſe meanneſies-beware, | 

In tearing lines of Bajazer appear. 

Myeſtick Tragedy as much diſdains 

Tocondeſcend to low, and trivial ſtrains : 

As a Court-Lady thinks her ſelf diſgrac'd 

Xo Dance with Dowdies ata May-pole-Feaſt. 
It in this kind you will attempt to write, 

You muſt no broad and clowniſh words admit : 

Nor muft you fo confound your Charadters, 

As not to mind whar perfon 'tis appears. 

Take aknown Subject, and inyent it well, 

And let your ſtile be ſmooth and natural ;- 

Though others rhink it eafie ro attain, 

They't find ir hard, and imitate in vain: - 

S0 much does method and connexion grace 


The common'ſt things, the plaineſt marters raiſe. 
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Ia my opinjon 'cis abſurd and odd, - 
To make wild Satyrs+ coming from-the Wood, 
Speak. the fine Language of the Park and Ma, 
As ifthey hal rheir Training at 'WhitehaZ : 
Yet, tho I would not have their Words too quaint, 
Much leſs can I allow them impudent:: 
For menof Breeding, and of Quality 
Muſt necds be ſhock'd with fulſom Ribaldry :' 
Which, though it paſs the Footboy and the Cir, 
Is always nauſcous tothe Box, and Pit. 

There are but few, who have fucn skiltul cars 
To judy of artleſs, and i}|-meafured Verſe. 
Fhis till of late was hardly underſtood, 
And ſtill there's too much liberty atlow'd. 
But will you therefore be {o much a fool 
To write at random, and acglett a Rule ? 
Or, while your faults are ſet to general view, 
Hope all men ſhould be blixd, or pardon you ? 
Who would not ſuch fool-hardineſs condemn, 


W h:re,tho perchanee yowmay eſcape from blame, 


Yer praiſe you nzyor canexpett, or claim ? | 
| B 4 There _ 
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Therefore be ſure your ſtudy to'apply 


To the great patterns of Antiquity : 

Ne're lay the Greeks and Romans out of ſight, 

Ply them by day, and think on them by night. 

Rough hobbling numbers were allow'd for Rhime, 

And clench for deep conceit in former time : 

Withtoo much patience ( not to call it worle ) 

Both were applauded in our Anceſtors : 

If you, or I haveſenſeto judg aright 

Betwixt a Quibble, and true ſterling Wir : 

Or ear enough to give the difference 

Df ſweet well-ſounding Verſe from doggorel ſtrains, 
T heſpis (tis ſaid )did Tragedy deviſe, 

Unknown before, and rude at its firſt riſe: 

In Carts the Gypſie Attors ſtrow['d about, 

With faces ſmear'd with Lees of Wine and Soot, 


And through the Towns amus'd the wondring, 
| rout | 


Till Aſchylus appearing to the Age, 
Contriv's a Play-houſe, and convenient Stage. 


Found 
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Found out theuſcof 'Vizards, and a'Drefs 


( An handſomer, and-more gentile Diſguiſe) - 
And eaupht the Aﬀtors witha ſtately Air,  /- 
And Meen to ſpeak,” and 'Fread, and whatſoere | 
| Gave Port, and grandeur rothe Theater, © 
Next this ſucceeded ancient Comedy, * © '** 
With good applauſe, till roo much liberry 
Ulurp'd by Writers had debauch'd the Stage, 
And made ir grow the Grievance of the Age : 
No merit was ſecure, no perſon free 
& From its licentious Buffoonery : 
| Till forredreſs the Magiſtrate was fain * 
By Law thoſe Inſolencies toreſtrain. 


Our Authors in cach kind their praiſe may claim, 
Who leave no paths untrod, that lead to fame : © 
And well they merit it, who ſcorn'd to be 
So much the Vaſſals of Antiquity, 
| | As thoſe, who know no better than to cloy * 

j With the old muſty Tales of Thebes and Troy » 
® Bur boldly thedull beaten track forſook, 
| And SubjeCts from our Country-ſtory took, 
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Nor would our Nation leſs in; Wir: appear, 
Than in-its great. periormances of War; 


Weuld we tofile, and finiſh ſpare the pains, 
And add bur juſtneſs to our manly ſenſe. 
But, Sir, let-nothing tempt you to bely 
Your skill, and judgment, by mean flattery : 
Never pretend to like a piece of Wir, 


But what, you'recertain, is correctly writ : 
But what has ſtood all Teſts, and is allow'd 
By all to be unqueſtionably pood.. 

Becauſe ſome-wild Entluſtaſts there be 
Who bar the Rules of Art in Poctty. 
Would have it rapture all, and fcarce admit 
A mai of 1qber ſenſe to bea Wit; 


Others by this conceit have been miſled. 


The Sots aficCt to be retir'd alone, 
Court Solitude and Converſation ſhun, 
In dirty Cloaths;.anda wild Garb appear, 


Were there encouragements to bribe our care , 


So much, that they re grown {Larutably mad ; 


Aa 


| 


, 


And ſcarce are brought tocu their Nails aud Hair, F 
A : ' And 
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And hope to purchace credit ang.eſteem, _ 
When chey, like Cramwel s Porter, fragtick ſeem, 
Strange ! that the very; hegght of Lunacy, 

Beyond the cure of Allen, e're ſhould be 

A mark of the Ele& in Poetry. 

How much an Aſs am I that us'd to Bleed, | 
And take a Purgecach Spring toclear my Head ? 
None other wife would be fo good asF, 

Ar lofty ſtrains, and rants of Poetry } 


% — 


Bur, faith, Iam not yer fo fond of; Fame, - .'/; _.:. | 
To loſemy Reaſonfor a Poets name. | 
Tho I my ſelf am not diſpos'd ro.write; 


In others I may ſerye to ſharpen Wit : 


Acquaint them what a Poet's duty is, 
And how he ſhall perform it with ſucceſs : 
Whencethe materials for his work arc ſought,” : © 
And how with skilful Art they muſt bewrought: 
And ſhew what is and is not decency, | 
And where his faults-and excellencies lic. 

Goad {enſemuſ}, be the certain ſtandard ſtill 
To all that will pretend co writing well : 
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If youl arrive 1-Har, you needs muſt be. 


Velf vers'd #nd grounded it Philofophy : 

Then chooſe Stbje&,which.you throughly know, 
And words unfotiplit thereon will cafic flow, - 
Whoe're will write, muſt diligently mind © 
The ſcycral{orts/and'ranks'of mane kind: 

He that has lernt,- what to his Country's due, 
What we to Patents; Friends, and Kindred owe, 
Whatchargea Stateſman, or a Judg does bear, - 
And whatthe parts of a Commander are ; 

Will never be atloſs (he may be ſure ) 


PETS EY IOIonrns ww Gf Rr TO 


To give cach perſon their due pertraiture: 


Take humans life for your original, 
Keep but your Draughts to that, you'l never fail. 
Sometimes in Plays, though elſe! but badly wrir 
With noughrof Force, or Grace; of Art,or Wir, 
Seme one well humour'd Charatter we meet, 
That takes us morethan all the-empty Scenes, 
And jingling toysof' moreelaborate Pens. 1 
Greece had.command of Language, Wit and Senſe B 


For cultivating which ſhe ſpar'd to pains : | q 
3} Giory 
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Glory her ſole deſign; and alt her aim: - 
Was how to;gain hero felt immortal Fame: i! 
Our Eng/i/hYouth/another way-are-bred, -/ - 
They're ficted for a Pretitiſhip, and:Trade; - -- 
And Wingate's all the —_—_ avhjch hy l 


read. | | 
|| The Boy has been a Year at W, riejeg Sobel, 

Has learnt Divifion, and the Golden Rule 
Scholar enough ! cries the old dotingFo oo), - 

PII hold a Piece, he ] prove an Alderman, 

And come to fit at c burch with s Furs, 7 C chain, / 
Thisis ; the ropdeſign, | the only praiſe, TIEN 
And ſoleambition of the booby Race: Y 
While this baſe ſpirix in. the Agedoes: reign, N 
And men might nought hoe Wealth and ſordid gain, 


TTY 3 


& Can weexpett or hope it 1 ſhould brings forch 

; { Aworkin Poetry of any worth, 

T Ficfor the learned Bodley ro admie | 
Among i irs Sacred Monuments of Wit. ? 

A Poet ſhould ioform1 us, Or « divert, . | 
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Bury my both he ſhews his chieſeſt Art: 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend to pive, _ 

Be ſure to lay them down both clcar and bricf : 
By that they're cafier far toapptcbend, 

By this more faithfully preſerv'd in mind : 

All things ſuperfluous are aptito/cdoy 

The Judgment, and furcharge the Memory. 

\, Letwharſoe'r of Fiction You bring in, 
4 like Truth,” to ſeem at leaft akin : 

not improbabilities conceive, 

And hope to ram them into my belief: 

Ne're make a Witch upon the Stage appear, 
Riding enchanted Broomſtick through the Air: 
Nor Canibal a liy iving Infant Tpew, | | 
Which he had murther d, and devour 'd but! iow. 
Thegraver ſort diſlike all Poetry, es A 
Which does notre as they call it) edific: * 

And youthful ſparks as much that Wit diſpſe, 
Which is not oy d with pleatant Gaieties. | 


Burt he, thar has the knack 'of mingling W lt 


Whar is of uſe with what' $ agreeable, 
; A +: ,* 41 ej | | 
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That knows at onee how to inſtruct and pleaſe; / 
Is juſtly crown'd by all mens ſutfrages : Y!; 
Theſe are the works, which valued every-where// 
Enrich Paul's Chirrch-yard and the Stationer :-'>:/ * 
Theſe admiration through all Nations claim, ©: / 
And through all Ages ſpread rhejr-Aurhor's Fame. 


Yer there are faults wherewith-we oughet to) 
bear ; FINS | 


An Inſtrument may ſometimes chance toJar 


In the beſt hand, in Pight of all irs care: 
Nor havel known that $kilful Marks: man yer 


So fortunate, who neyer miſt the White. 

But where] many excellencies find, | 
I'm.nat ſo nicely critical to mind | 

Each flight miſtake an Author may produce, | | | 
Which. humane frailty juſtly may exenls. 
Yet he, who having oft been taught t to mend I 
A Faulr, will {ill purſue it to the end, 


Is like that ſcraping. Fool, who the lame Note ; "i 


Is eyer playing, and is eyer.out, 
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And filly as that bubble every whit, 


Who art the ſelf-ſame blor is always hit. 

When ſucha lewd incorrigible for: .. _ 

Lucks by meer chance upon-ſome happy thought; 
Among ſuch filchy traſh, T vex to ſee't, 

And wonder how (the Devil !) he came by'r. 

Jn works of bulk and length we.now and then” 


May grant an Author to be overſeen : 


emer hiniſelf, how facred c're his, 

et claims not apretence to Faul tleſnels. * 

Poents with Piftures a reſemblance beat ; 
Some ( belt at diſtance) ſhin? a View r00 near; 
Ochers are boldet, 'and and off ro fight? 
Theſe love the ſhade,thoſe chooſe the cleareſt light 
And dire the ſurvey of the Skilfull'ſ eycCs: | 


Some once,and ſome ren thouſand times will pleaſe, | 


Sir, though your ſelf ſo much of knowledg own 


In theſe affairs, chat you can learn of tione, 


Yetmind this certain truth which lay down: | 


Moſt Callings elſe to difference allow, 
Where ordinary Parts, arid Skill may do': 
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Horace his Art of Poetry. JT 
I've known Phyſicians, who reſpe& might claim, 


Tho they ne're roſe to W1/is his great fame: 


And there are Preachers who have great renown. 


Yet ne're come up to Sprat, or 7illotſon : 
And Countfellors, or Pleaders in the Hall - 
May have cſtcem, and practice, tho they fall 


Far ſhort of ſmooth-rongu'd Finch in Eloquence, 


Tho they want Selder's Learning, YVaughan'sſenle, 
Z Bur Verſe alone does of no mean admit, 

# Whoere will pleaſe, muſt pleaſe us to the height: 
6 Hemuſt a Cowley or a Fleckns be, 


For there's no ſecond Rate in Poetry : 


A dull inſipid Writer none can bear, 

In every place he is the publick jcer, 

And Lumber of the Shops and Stationer, 

| No man that underſtands to make a Feaſt, 
E With a coarſe Deſſert will offend his Guelt, 


$ Or bring ill Muſick in to grate the ear, 


&® Becauſe'ris what the entertain might ſpare : 


& 'Tis the ſame caſe with thoſe that deal in Wir, 


Whoſe main defion 'and cnd ſhould be delight: 
& They * 
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They muſt by this ſame ſeatence ſtand, or fall, 


Be highly excellent, or not at all. 


Inall things elſe, fave only Poctry, 


Men ſhew ſome ſignsof common modeſty : 


You'l hardly find a Fencer ſo unwiſe, 


Who at Bear-gardenc're will fight a Prize, 
Not having learnt betore : nor at a Wake 
| One, that wants skill and ſtrength,the Girdle take 
Or be ſo vain the pond'rous Weight to fling, 
For fear they ſhould be hiſs'd out of the Ring, 
Yer every Coxcomb will pretend to Verle, 
And write inſpight of nature, and his Stars : 


All forts of Subyects challenge ar this time 


"The Liberty, and Property of Rhime. ; 


The Sort of honour, fond of being great '4 


——_ 


\ By ſomething cle than Title, and Eſtate, 


As it a Patent gave him claim to ſenſe, 


Q: 'twere entail'd with an Inheritance, 


Believes a caſt of Foot-boys, and a ſet 


Ot Flanders muſt adyance him to a Wit. 
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But you who have the judgment rodeſcry 


Where you excel, which way your Talents lic; 

F'm ſure, will never be induc'd to ſtrain 

Your Genius, or attempt againſt your yein. 

Yet ( this let meadviſe ) it e're you write, 

Let none of your compolures ſee the light, 

Till they've been throughly weigh'd, and paſt che 


Teſt 
Of all thoſe Judges who are thought the beſt : 


While in your Desk they're lotk'd up from the 
Prefs, 


You've power to correct them as you plcaſe : 

But when they once come forth to view of all, 

Your Faults are Chronicled, and paſt recall. 
Orpheus the firſt of the inſpired Train, 

By force of powerful numbers did reſtrain 


Mankind from rage, and bloudy cruelty, 


* Andcaught the barbatous world civility, 


* Hence roſe the Fiction, which the Poets frani'd; 


That Lions were by's tuneful Magick tam'd; 
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And Tygers, charm'd by his harmonious lays, 


Grew gentle, and laid by their ſavagenels : | 
Hence that, which of Amphzon too they rell, 
 Thepow'r of whoſe miraculous Lute could call 
The well-plac'd ſtones into the Theban Wall, 
Wondrous were the efte(ts of primitive Verſe, 
Which ſetled and reform'd the Univerſe : 

This did all things to their due ends reduce, 
To publick, privare, ſacred, civil uſe : 

Marriage tor weighty cauſes was ordain'd, 
Thar bridled luſt, and lawleſs Love reſtrain'd : 


Cities with Walls, and Rampicrs were inclos'd, 


And property with wholſom Laws diſfpos'd : 
And bounds were fix'd of Equity and Right, 


To guard weak Innocence from wrongful might. 
Hence Pocts have been held a ſacred name, 
And plac'd with firſt Ratcs inthe Liſts of Fame. 


| Next thele, great Z/omer to the world appear'd, 


Around the Globe his loud alarms were heard, 


Which all the brave to war-like ation fir'd : 


Horace his Art of Poetry. 
And FHefiod aiter him with uſeful skill 


Gaye Leſſons to inſtruct the Plough-mans toil. 


Verſe was the language of the gods of old, 


In which their ſacred Oracles were told : 


In Verſe were the firſt rules of vertue taught, 


And Dodtrine thence, as now from Pulpits ſought : 


By Verſe ſome have the love of Princes gain'd, 


Who oft vouchſafe fo to be entertain'd, 


And with a Muſe their weighty cares unbend. 
Then think it no diſparagement, dear Sir, 
To own your ſelf a Member of that Quire, 
Whom Kings eſteem, and Heaven docs inſpire. 
Concerning Poets there has been conteſt, 


Whether they're made by Art, or Nature belt : 


But if I may preſume in this Afﬀair, 
: Amongſt the reſt my judgment rodeclare, 
No Art without a Genius will avail, 
= And Parts without the help of Art will fail : 
>» Burt both Ingredientsjoyntly muſt unice 
| To make the happy Character complete. 


C3 None 
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Nane at New-market ever won the Prize, 


But us'd his Airings, and his Exerciſe, 
His Courſes and his Diets long betore, 
And Wine,and Women for a time torbore : 
Nor is there any Singing-man, we know, 
Of good Repure in cither Chappet now, 


But was a Learner once ( hel freely own ) 


And by long Practice to that Skill has grown : 


Burt each conceited Dunce, without pretence 
To the leaſt grain of Learning, Parts, or ſenſe, 
Or any thing but harden'd impudence, 

Sets up for Poctry, and dares engage 

With all the topping Writers of the Age : 

* Why ſhould ot he put in amongſt the reſt ? 


«* Damn him! he ſcorns to come behind the beſt : 


* Declares himſelf aWit, and vows to draw 
** On the next man, who ere diſowns him ſo. 
Scriblers of Quality who have Eſtate, 
To gain applauding Fools atany rate, 
Practiſe as many tricks as Shop-keepers 


Iptorce a Trade, and pur off naughty wares: 
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Some hire the Houſe their Follics to expoſe, 


And are at charge to be ridiculous: 


Others with Wine, and Ordinarics treat 


A ncedy Rabbletocry up their Wit : 


'Tis ſtrange, that ſuch ſhould the true difi'rence find 


Betwixt a {punging Knave and faithful Friend. 


3 Take heed how you c're proſtitute your ſcale 

To ſuch a fawning crew of Sycophants : 

All ſignsof being pleas'd the Rogues will feign, ) 
Wonder, and bleſs themſelves at every line. 
Iwcaring, *7 75 ſoft ! "tis charming ! 'tis Divire / 


Here they! look pale, as it furpriz'd, and therc 


In a diſouiſe of grict ſqueeze out a tear : 
Otr ſeem tranſported with a ſudden joy, 


Stamp and lift up their hands in extaſte: 


Bur, it by chance your back once turn'] appzar, ? 
Youl have'em ſtrait pur out their tongues in jecr 
Or point, or gibe you with a ſcornful ſnecr, \ 
Asthey who truly grieve at Funcrals, ſhew 


Leſs outward forrow than hir's mourners do; 
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So true Admirers leſs concernment wear 


Before your face than the ſham-Flatterer. 
They tell of Kings, who never would admit 
A Confident, or boſom-Favourite, 
"i1ftoreof Wine had made his ſecrets float, 
And by tar me1ns they'd found his temper out : 
Tv.c wellif Poets knew ſome way like this, 
How to dilcerntheir friends trom cnemies. 
Had you conſulred lcarned Bey of old, 
He would your faults impartially have told : 
« This Verſe correftion wants ( he would have 
ſaid ) 
& And ſo does this: Tt you replied, you had 
To little purpoſe ſeveral trials made ; 
He preſently would bid youlrike a daſh 
On ail, and put in better in the place : 
Bur it he toynd you once a ſtubborn ſor, 
That would not be correCted in a faul ; 
He would no morc his pains and counſel ſpend 


£n anabandon'd Fool that ſcorn'(] to mend 3 
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{ Through a vain fear of diſobliging you: 
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But bid you in the Devils name goon, 


And hug yourdear impertinence alone. 
A truſty knowing Friend will boldly dare 
Togive his ſenſe and judgment, whereſoc're 


He ſecs a Fault: © Zere, Sir, good. faith, yorre 


low, 
« And muj? ſome heightning on the place beſtow ; 
« There, if you mind, the Rhime is harſh, and rough, 
« And ſhould be ſoft ned to go ſmoothlier off : 
« Tour ſtrokes are here of Varniſh left too bare, 


© Tour Colours there too thick laid on appear : 


* Tour Metaphor ts coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 
* This Word improper, and that ſenſe obſcure. 
In fine, you'l find him a ſtrict Cenſurer, 


That will not your leaſt negligences ſpare - 


They axe bur ſlight, and crivial things, 'tis true : 
Yet theſe ſame Trifles ( take a Poets word ) 


Matter of high importance will afford, 
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Whene're by means of them you come to be 


Expos'd to Laughter, Scorn, and Infamy. 

Not thoſe with Lord have mercy on their doors, 
Venom of Adders, or infefted Whores, 
Are dreaded worſe by men of ſenſe, and Wir, 


Than a mad Scriblerin his raving fit : 
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The hooting Rabble all about the Town, 


Like Dog, whoſe tail is pegg'd into a bone, 
Purſuc the Cur, aund pelt him up and down. 


Should this poor Frantick, as he paſs'd along, 
4 on's Rhiming work amidſt the throng, 
nto Fleet-Ditch, or ſome deep Cellar fall, 


And till he rent his throat for ſuccour bawl, 


Noone would lend an helping hand art call : 


For who (the Plague ! ) could gueſs ar his deſign, 


Whether he did not for the nonce drop in ? 

I'd te{l you, Sir, but queſtionleſs you've heard 
Ot the odd end of a Sicilian Bard: 

Fond to be dcem'd a pod, this fool ( it ſeems) 


In's fit leapt headlong into /Ztna's Flames. 


' Troth, 
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Troth, I could be content an Act might paſs, . 


Such Poets ſhould bave leave, when c're they 
pleaſe, 


Todie, and rid us of our Grievances, 
A God's name let'em hang, or drown, or chooſe 
What ather way they will themſelves diſpoſe, 
Why ſhould we life againſt their wills impoſe? 
Might that fame fool I mention'd, now revive, 
He would not be reclaim, I dare believe, 
Bur ſoon be playing his old freaks again, 
And ſtill the ſame capricious hopes retain, 

'Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledg 
Whether tor Parricide, or Sacriledg, 
Or ſome more ſtrange, unknown,and horrid crime, 
Done in their own, or their Fore-fathers time, 


Thele ſcribling Wretches have been damn'd to, 
Rhime : 


But certain *ris, for ſuch a crack-braind Race 
Bedlam, or Hogs don is the fitteſt place : 
Without their Keepers you had better chooſe 


To meet the Lions of the 7ower broke looſe, 
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Than theſe wild ſavage Rhymers in the ſtreer, 


Who with their Verſes worry all they meet : 


In vain you would relcaſe your ſelf; fo cloſe 


The Leeches cleave, that there's no getting looſe. 
Remorſleſs they rono entreaties yield, 


Till you are with inhumane non-ſenſe kill'd, 


An Imitation "of 
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Written in June, 1681. 


Iham forte vid ſacrd, &c. 


S I was walking in the Ma/ of late, 


A 


Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly I 


Alone, and muſing on I know not what ; 


# Knew by his name, and rudely ſeizes me: 


Dear Sir, I'm mighty glad to meet with you : 
is | And pray, how have you done this Age, or two ? 
: * Well IT thank God ( faid I ) as times are now: 


| KF wiſh the ſame to you. And ſopaſs'd on, 
1 


Hoping with this the Coxcomb would be gone. 


Bur” 
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But when I faw I could not thus get free; 


I ask'd, what buſineſs clſc he had with me 2 

Sir ( anſwered he ) If Learning, Farts, or Senſe 
Merit your friendſhip ; T have juſt pretence. 

« I honour you (laid I) upon that ſcore, 

&% And ſhall be glad to ſerve you to my power. 
Mean time, wild to get looſe, I try all ways 
To ſhakg him off: Sometiraes I walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtill: I frown, I chate, I fret, 
Shrug, turn my back, asin the Baigzo, ſweat: [4 


And ſhew all kind of ſigns ro make him gueſs 


Art my impaticuce, and uncaſinels. ; 
* Happy the folk in Newgate | ( whiſper d I) | 
** Who, tho in Chains are from this torment free : 
« Wou'd I were like rough Manly in the Play, | 
* To ſend Impertinents with kicks away. ! | 
He all the while baits me with tedious char, 
Speaks much about the drought,and how the rate 


Ot Hay is rais'd, and what it now goes at * 


Tells meof a new Comet at the 77agge, 


Portending God knows what, a D:arth, or Plague - F'# 
Nam | 
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Names every Wench, that paſles through the Pack, 


How much ſhe is allow'd, and who the Spark, 

That keeps her: points, who lately got a Clap, 

And who at the Groom-Porters had ill hap 

Three nights ago in play with ſuch a Lord : ' 

When he obſery'd, I minded not a word, 

And did no anſwer to his traſh afford ; | f 
Sir, I perceive you fland on Thorns ( ſaid he) 

And fain would part : but, faith, it muſt "not be : 
Come, let us take a Bottle. (1 cried )© No; 

« Sir, I am in a Courſe, and dare not now, 

Then tell me whether you deſire to go: 

P1] wait upon you. ©* Oh ! Sir,'tis too far : 

« Twifit croſs the Water : therefore ſpare 

« Tour needleſs trouble.Trouble ! Sir, tis none : 

'Tis more by half to leave you here alone, 

T have no preſent buſineſs to attend, 

At leaſt which I'l not quit for ſach a Friend: 

ell me not of the diſtance : for I vow, 
I'll cut the Line, double the Cape for you, : 


; By this I found my Wheadle would not paſs, 
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Good faith, I will not leave you : make no words; 


Go you to Lambeth 2 1s it to my Lords? 
His Steward I moſt intimately know, 
Have often drunk with his Comptroſier too. 


But rather ſery'd my ſuff'rings to increaſe : 


And fecing 'twas in vain to vex, or fret, 


I patiently ſubmirted to my Fate. 


Strait he begins again : S/r, if you knew 
My worth but half ſo throughly as I do ; 
Pm ſure, you would not value any Friend 


Tou have, like me: but that I won't commend 
My ſelf, and my own Talents; Tight tel 
How many ways to wonder I excel. 

None has a greater gift in Poetry, 


Or writes more Verſes with more eaſe than Þ : 


Dm grown the exvy of the men of Wit, 
Tkil/dev'n Rocheſter with grief, and ſpight : 
Next for the Dancing part Ta#l ſurpaſs, 

St. Andrew-never mov'd with ſuch a grace : 
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And tis well-known, when'e rt 7 fingy or [fs \, 111 +1 
Humphreys, »or Blow cold ever mateh me yet. © 


Here got room to interrupt :-f Fave you 


'« 4A Mather; Sir, or Kindred-living noms -! + | 


Not one : they are all dead. *Troth, folgaift:: 


* The happier they(faid I ):who ate at reſhi 1. 4+ 1 


« Poor 1 am only left. wttmurder'd yet $1) 1 4 
« Haſte, 1 beſeech you, and diſpatch me quite A 
« For I am well corvins'd;, my time-js come : 

* When 1 was young, a.Gyp/te told my doom: 

This Lad (aid ſhe, and look'd upon.my. hand ) 


Shall not by Sword,or Payſon come ta's eng, 


Nor by the Fever, Dropfiey Gout, or Stone, 
But he ſhall die by an eternal T ongge-: 
T herefore, when he's grown up, if he be wife, 
Let him guoid great Talkers, I adviſe. 

By this time we were,got to eſtmrn/ter, 
Where he by.chance a Trial had to.hear,: 


# And,it he were not there, his Cauſs mult fall : 


Sr, if you lave me, ſtep.inta the dal _ 
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48 Horace his" Art of Poetry. 
For one half #our, © The Devil rake me now, 
« Said 1) if / know any thing of Law : 


& Befides I told you whither I'm 10 go. 'F 
Hereat he madea ſtand, pull'd down his Hat 
Over his eyes, and mus'd in deep debate : j 

; 


I'm in aftraight (ſaid he ) what 7 ſhall do: ; 
Whether forſake my buſineſs, Sir, or you. f 
« Me by all means ( ſay 1) No ( ſays my Sot ) / 
1 fear youll take it il, If I ſhould do't : 

I'm ſure, youwill. * Not I, by al that's good, 

But I've more breeding, than to be ſo rude. 

« Pray, don't negleft your own concerns for me: | 
'* Tour Canſe,good Sir! My Cauſe be dan'd(lays he) | 
Tvalue't leſs than your dear Company. | 
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With this he came up rome, and would lead 
The way ; I ſneaking after hung my head. 
Next he begins to plague me with the Plot, 
Aasks, whether were knownrto Oats or not ? 
* Not I,'thank Heaven ! Tno Prieſt have been: 
'* Have never Doway, nor $t, Omers feen, 


1 
- 
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that think you, Sir 4 will they Fiez-Harris try> | 


Wil he die, think you ? Tes, moſt certainly. 


i mean, be hang'd. * Would thou wert ſo ( wiſ'd 1 )\ 


Religion came in next 3 tho he'd no more 


| Than the French King, his Punk, ot Conifeſlor. 


Oh ! the ſad times, if once the King ſhould die! 
Cir, are you not afraid of Poper 'y 

"* No mort than my Supetiers : why ſhould 1 ? 

« 7've no Eflate in Abby-Lantds to loſe, 

But Fire, and Faggot, Sit, how like yoa thoſe ? 
©« Comie Tnquiſition, «vy thing ( thoughrT ) 

« So Heav'n would bleſs tne to get rid of thee * 

* But "tis ſome comfort, that my Hell ts here + 

« need no puniſhment hereafter fear. 

Scarce had 1 thoughr, but his falls ori atiew 
How ſtands it; Sir, betwixt his Gracez and you 2 
« Sir, he's a man of ſenſe above the Crowd; 

* Aud (buns the Converſe of a Multitude. 
Ay, Sir,( Says hie) youre happy, irho art 1edf 
His Grace, and have the favenr of his ear : 
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But let. we-4elh you, if you'l recommend 


This perſon here, your point will ſom be gain'd. 
Gad, Sir; Tl die, if niy own. fingle Wit \ © 
Don't Fob his Minions, and diſplace 'em quite, 


And-make your ſelf his only Favourtte. 

<* Ny, yo# are out abuntantly(faidT) * 

« Welive nct, as you think; no Family 

« Throughout the whole three Kingdoms is more free 
« From thoſe ill Cuftoms, which are us'd to ſwarm 
* 14 great mens houſes; none e're does me harm, 
« Becauſe more Learned, or more Rich, thas T - 

© But each man keeps his Place, and his Degree. 
'Tis mighty ſtrange (ſays he ) what you relate, 

«* But nothing truer, take my word for that. 

Tou make me long to be admitted too 

Amongſt his Creatures : Sir, They, that you 
Willtand my Friend : T or Intereſt is ſuch, 

Tou may preevatl, ['m ſure, You can domach, 

He's ene, that may be won upon, Poe heard, 

Tho at the firſt approach acte(sbe hard. 
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r Ilpare no trouble of my own, or Friends, 


Nocoſt in Fees, and Bribes to gain my ends : 
[11 ſeek all opportunities to meet | 
With him, accoſt him in the very ftreet : 


Hang on his Coach, and wait upon him home. 


| 
| 


* Preferment comes not at\acheaper rate. 


Faith, Sir, this muſt be doue, if we'll be great+- 


! Whileatthis Savage ratghe worried mex- 


5 By chance a DoQtor, my dear Friend came by, 

That knew the F cllow's humour paſſing well : 
Glad of, the fight, lzoynhim;'we ſtand ftill.; 

I hence came you,otrg audwhither £0 ybu AW 2, 


Fawn, Scrape and Cringe to him, nay, ta tris Groom. 


\ 


And ſuch like queſtions pals'd betWixt 48 Yo 2 


Strait Ibegin to, pull him by che {leeye, 

Nod, wink.upoa him, roucl,my Noſe, and give 
* Athouſand hints, to lechipa Jak rhat I 
Needed hishglp for my; deliyery-: 


c, naughty ag, wich. an Arch fexring fil 
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I grow ſtark wild withrage. * Sir, ſaid not you, 
« 77s d ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not long ago, 
& With me in private 2 I remember't well ; "\N 
Some other time, be ſure, I will not fail : 
Now-1 am in great haſte upon my word : 
A Meſſenger came for me from a Lord, 
That's in a bad condition, like to die. 
« Oh! Sir, he can't be in aworſe, than 7 : 
&© Therefore for God's ſake do not flir from hence, 
Sweet Sir / your pardos : 'tis of conſequence : 


- 
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T hope you're kinder than to preſs my flay, 
Which may be Heav'n knows what out of 1my way. 
This faid, he left me to.my murderer : 

Secing no hapesof my relief appear; 

© Confounded be the Stars ( ſaid I ) that ſway'd 

** This fatal day ! would I had kept my Bed 

* With fickueſs, rather thanbeen wifited 

* With this worſe Plagae ! what ill baye Fe're done 
* T'o pull this curſe, this beguy Judgwlent down? 
WhileT was thus lamentingmy ill hap, 
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The Raſcal on the back : © Here rake your Fees, 


'« Kind Gentlemen ( ſaid T) for my releaſe. 

He would have had me Bail. ©: Excuſe me, Sir, 

« Poe made a Vow ne're to be Sarety more : 

* My Father was undowt by't heretofore, © \ | : 
Thus I got off; and bleſs'd the Fates tharhe ** 
Was Pris'ner made, I ſet at liberty. 
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7 _ does the Poct's modeit With 
vv JUICE 2? 2 
wW mk ok does he bf gracious Hcav'n dclire : 
Not the large Corps of E/>am's goodly Soil, 
Which tire Ml Mower's, and the Reaper's toil ; 
Nar the (oft Flocks, on hilly Cozſwold fed, 
Nor Leinſter F iclds, with living Fleeces clad: : 


He does not ask ch2 Grounds, wherc gentle 
; £ Fa Ames, 


Or Severn ſpread their fat'ning Streams. 
W here 


/ 


"Hotace bis) Arr of: Pobtry.i » 5h 
| White rhey with waiiton windings vlay/ 
Andeat.cheir widen'd Banks inſenſibly away : 
He Joon not ask the Wealth of Combark ect, 


Which Conſcicnces, and SyulSare payyn drags 
' Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of Gold,; 


WhichG uinny and Peru in their rich boſoms hold, 


7 43 Fon b 4539} ein; 
eabeſerins liven the, i 
On which indulgent Nature ever ſmiles; © * 
Take pleaſure fri RR Rtirebi? Vititages, 
And{t®itfrhe juicy GHpEits racy Txjacr preſs: / 
Tet wealth Merchants; When they Dine, 
Rui Ge thief coftly nimesof Wine,""" 7: 
Their Cheſts" 4 FMrehee;" RE Mort: 
AlRIlfe: 2112 107 tiw 1 26 26, made hnk 


Thgig Hays, C ona 6 boblesFrominocs oY, 
Their Aums of Zock, of Backrag and Moftle : 


He envies norte Thixaryl 10/7 
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56 Horace hu Art of Poetry. 
For which ſo many Storms, and Wrecks they 
For which they paſs the Srreights fo oft each 
year, | 


And ſcapeſo narrowly the Bondage of Argzer. 


: 
He wants no Cyprus Birds, nor Orte/ans, 
Nor Dainties fetch'd from4ar to pleaſe his Senſe, 


Cheap wholfom Herbs content his "Op 
Board. 


The ond fondulnInqopnc, 
K-96 ei Garden COLL 


What Newn.n not what homey requires: 
 Heonly does a Competency claim, 
And, when he has it, wit touſe the ſame: 
4 found Fllth, "ROE _ no Dif 


' Norby hixownfixerk: | g 
Let him;ip frengelzof Mind, and Body lvs.. | | 
Buz:2or his Reaſon, nor his Senſe ſurvive: — | Þ 


Th 


Horace hu Art of Poetry. 47 
His Age (if Age he c're muſt liveto ſee ) 
Let it from want, me 
But nos from Mirth, and the delights of Poetry, 
Grant him but this, he's amply fatisfrd, 
And ſcorns whatever Fate can give beſide, 


LM 
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Book Il. Orpe XIV. 
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Eheu fugaces, Poſthume, Poſthume, 
Labuntur anni, &c, 
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7 
| A Las !dear Friend, alas! time haſtes away, 
> Nor is it in our pow'r to bribe its ſtay : 


©. 
. 


The rolling years with conſtant motion run, 
Lo! while I ſpeak, the preſent minute's gone, 
| And following hours urge the foregoing on. 

"Tis not thy Wealth, 'tis not thy Power, 
'Tis not thy Piety can thee ſecure : 

They're all too {ceble to withſtand 


Grey Hairs,approaching Ape,and thy avoidlels -_ 
When 


Horace" Bis Art of Pletry. = 
"When one thyHaral Glaſs is' fun, A 


|, When once, thy urmoſt Thread is ſpun, 
Twill, then be fruitleſs to expe Reprieye : ERP E 
'Couldſt thou ten thouſand Kingdonis give 
In purchaſe for-each hout of longer life, _ - +1 Lo: 
They would not buy one gaſp of breath, 


Not moye one jot inexorable Death, ain nl 


All the vaſt ſtock of humane Progeny, 
Which now like ſwarms of Inſefts crawl : 
Upon the Surface of Earth's ſpacious Ball, 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, 
_ . Andinits Bowels buricd lic. 
The mightieſt King, and proudeſt Potentate, 
In ſpight of all his Pomp, and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribute unto! Fate. 
The buſie, reſtleſs Monarch of the times, which now 
Keeps ſuch a pother, and ſo much ado 
To fill Gazettes alive, 


And after in ſome lying Annal to ſurvive ; 
| Ev'n 


60 Horace his Art. of Poetry. 
BY's He, ecv'n that great mortal Man muſt 
&, 
And ſtink, and rotas well as thou, andI, | 
As ole the poor tatter'd Wretch, that begs his 


» 


And is with ſcraps out of the common Basket fed, 
J- 
In vain from dangers of the bloudy Ficld we keep, 
In vain we eſcape 
Thc ſultry Line, and ſtormy Cape, 
Andall the treacheries of the faithleſs Deep: 
In vain for health to forein Countrics we repair, 
And change our Exg/iſh tor Mompelier Air, 
In hope to keave our fears of dying there : 
In vain with coſtly far-ferch'd Drugs we ftrive 
To keep the waſting vital Lamp alive : 
In vain onDoeftors feeble Art rely ; 
Againſt refiftlefs Death there is no remedy 
Both we; and they for all theit skill muſt die; 
And fill alike the Bedrols of Mortality: 


kt. a... a y- 
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4 Thou 


Horace his Art of Poetry. oi | 
4 

Thou muſt,chou muſt reſign to Fate, my Friend, 

And leave thy Houle, thy Wile,aad Family behind: 

Thou muſt thy fai Mannoeslcaye, 


Oftheſe thyTreesithon ſhalfyor wirh thee thke, 
Save juſt as much as s will thy Cofhin make: 


Nor wilt thou be allow'd of all thy Land, to have, 
But the ſmall pittance of a ſix-foot Grave. 


Then ſhall chy prodigal young Heir 
Laviſh the Wealth, which thou for many a year 
Haſt hoardcd up with ſo much pains and care: 
Then ſhall he drain thy Cellars of their Stores, 

Kept ſacred now as vaultsof buried Anceſtors : 
Shall fer th' enlarged Bucts ac liberty, 
Which there cloſe Pris'ners under durance lic, 
And waſh theſe ſtately Floors with better Wine 
Than that of conſecrated Pcelates when they dine. 


v4 


The PRAISE. of 
HC (@] M E R:| 


"ODE: 


i, 
Ail God of Verſe! ] pardon that hs =if in 


vain 
Thy facred, everlaſting Name, 
Andin unhallow'd Lines blaſpheme : 
Pardon thiar with ſtrange Fire thy Altars I profane. 


Hal aur: ro wliom we mortal Bards our Faith : 
ſubmit, ::- | 


Whom, we acknowledp' our  fole Text, and holy 
Writ: | ; 


None other Judg infallible we own, 


| 


But Thee, who art the Canon of authentick Wis 
alone. 


Thou 


The Praiſe of Homer. 6J 
Thou art the unexhauſted Occan, Whence 


Sprung firſt; and ſtill do flow th' etethnal Rills of 
ſenſe : 


To none but Thee our Art Divirie we owe; 
From whom it had its Riſc; and full Perfe&ion tov. 
Thon art the mighty Bank, ther evet do'ft ſupply 
Throughout the world the whole Poetick Com- 

pany : 


With thy vaſt ſtock alone they traffick fot a 
name, 


And ſend their glorious Ventures our to all the 
' Coaſts of Fame; 


Zo 
How trulicr blind was dull Aritiquity; 
Who faſten'd that unjuſt Reproath on Thee 2 
Whocan the ſenſleſs Tale belieye 2 
Who can to the falſe Legend credit give 2 
i Or _ thou wantedſt ſight, by whom all othets 
F ce? | 
Whar Land, or Region, how remote ſoe're, 


Docs nor fo well deferib'd in thy great Draughts 
appeat, 
E Thas * 


64 The Praiſe of Homer. 
That eath thy native Country ſeems to be, 


And efch thave been _—_ and meafur'd out 


By thee 2 
Whatever Earth does in her pregnant Bowels bear, 
\..; Ocon her fruitful Surface wear ; 
What e're the ſpacious Fields of Air contain, 
Or far cxtended Territories of the Main : 
 Isby thy skilful Pencil ſo exactly ſhown, 


We ſcarce diſcern where thou, or Nature beſt has 
drawn, 


Noris thy quick all-piercing Eye 
Or check'd, or bounded here : 

But farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does deſcry : 
Beyond the Travels of the Sun, and Year. 

Bzyond this glorious Scene of ſtarry Tapeſiry, 

Where the yaſt Purliews of the Sky, 
And boundleſs waſte of Nature lies, 

Thy Voyages thou mak'f?, and bold Diſcoveries. 
Whatthere the Gods in Parliament debate, 
What Vores, or As i'th' Heav'nly Houles pals, 
By Thee ſo well communieatcd was ; 


| 
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| T he Praiſe of Homer: 65 
As if thou'dſt been of that Cabal of State, 


As if Thou hadſt been ſworn the Privy-Counſcller 


of Fare. 
J- 
What Chicf,who does thy Wartiar O orcat Exploits 
ſurvey, 


| Will not aſpire to Deeds as great as they ? 
What generous Readers would he not inſpire 


With the fame gallant Heat, the ſame ambitious 
Fire ? 


Methinks from /da's top with noble Joy I view 
The warlike Squadrons by his daring Conduct led, 
I ſee th' immortal Hoſt engaging on his ſide, 
And him the bluſhing Gods out: do. 
Where e're he does his dreadful Standards bear, 


Horror ſtalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the 


Rere. 

Whole Swarths of Enemies his Sword does 
mow, 

And Linibs of manoled Chic his paſſage 
ſtrow, 


find flouds of rceking Gore the Fietd o're- 
flow : 


E 2 While 


66 The Praiſe of Homer. | 
While Heavn's dread Motiarch from his Throne 
of State, 


With high concern upon the Fight looks down, 
And wrinkles his Majeſtick Brow into a Frown, 
To ſee bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 
* 


While the great Macedonian Youth in Non-agc 
grew, 


Not yer by Charter of his years fet free 
From Guardians, and their ſlaviſh tyranny, 
No Tutor, but the Budg Philoſophers he knew : } 
And well enough the grave, and uſctul Tools 
Might ſerve toread him LeCtutes, ind to pleaſe 
With unintelligible Jargon of the Schoots, 
And airy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 
They might the Art of Prating, and of Brawling 


tcach, 
And ſome inſipid Homilics of Vertue preach : 
Burt when the mighty Pupil had outgrown 


Fuxir muſty Diſcipline, when manlicr Thoughts | 


poſſeſs'd 


His generous Princely Breaſt, 


o _ 
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Now | 
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| The Praiſe of Homer. 
Now ripe for Empire, and a Crown, 


And fill'd with luſt of Honour, and Renown; 
He then learnt to contemn 
The deſpicable things, the men of Flegm: 
Strait he to the dull Pedants gave releaſe, 
And a more noble Maſter ſtrait rook place : 
Thou, who the Grecian Warriour fo could'lt praile, 
As might in him juſt envy raife, 
Who ( 01e would think ) had bcen himſelf too 
high 
Toenvy any thing of ali Mortality, 
Twas thou that rayght'it him Leſſons loſtier {ar, 
The Art of Reigning, and the Art of War: 
And wondrous was the Progreſs, which he made, 
While he the Afts of thy great Pattern read : 


The World too narrow for his boundleſs Conqueſts 
grew, 


He Conquer'd onc,and wiſh'd,and wept for new ; 


From thence he did thoſe Miracles produce, 


And Fought, and Vanquiſh'd by the Condu& of a 
- Muſs 


E 3 jg NO 


68 The Praiſe of Homer. "_ 


5 ; 
No wonder rival Nations quarrell'd for thy Birth, 


A Prize of greater and of higher worth 


Than that which led whole Greece,and Aſia forth, 


Than that, for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And Troy with ren years War, and its Deſtruction 
bought.” 


Well did they think it noble to have bore that 
'' Name, 


Whichthe whole world would with ambition claim; 
Well did they Temples raiſe 
To Thee,at whom Natureher felt ſtood in amaze, 
A work, ſhe never tried to mend, nor cou'd, 


In which miſtaking Man, by Chance ſhe torm'd . 
_ -- | 


How gladly would our willing ſe reſign 
Her fabulous Arthur, and her boaſted Conſtantine, 
And half her Worthics of the Norman Line, 


And quir the honour of their Births to beenſurd te 
Thine - 


How juſtly might it the wiſe choice approve. 


Prouder in this than Crete to have brought fortn 


Aimighty Jove 2, 


6, Un; 


The Praiſe of Homer. 


6. 
Unhappy we, thy Britiſh Oft-ſpring here, 
Who ſtrive by thy greatModel Monuments to rear: 
In yain for worthleſs Fame we toil, 
Thar's pent in the ſtrait limits of a narrow /{c : 
In vain our Force, and Art we ſpend 
With noble labours to cnrich our Land, 


Which none beyond our Shores youchfaſe to un- 
derſtand. 


Bethe fair ſtructure ne'r ſo well deſign'd, 
The parts with ne'r ſo much propartion joyn'd ; 
Yet foreign Bards (ſuch is their Pride, or Prejudice) 


All the choice Wormanſhip for the Materials ſake 
deſpiſe. | 


But happier thou thy Genius didſt diſpence 
In Language univerſal as thy ſenſe: 


All the rich Bullion, which thy Sovezaign Stamp 
does wear 


On every Coaſt of Wir does equal yalue bear, - 


Allow'd by all, and currantevery where. 


& 4 


29 The Praiſe of Homes. 
| No Nation yer has becn ſo barharous found, 


Where thy tranſcendent Worth was not re- 


nown'd. 


Throughour the World thou art with Wonder 


read, 
Whero ever Learning docs its Commerce ſpread, 
Where ever Fame with all her Tongues can ſpeak, 


Where ever the bright God of Wir docs his vaſt 
| Journics take, 


7. 
Happy above Mankind that envied Name, 
Which Fare ordain'd to be thy glorious Theme : 
What orcatcr Gift could bountcous Heaven be- 
flow 
On its chicf Favourite below 2: 


Whar nobler Trophy could bis high Deſerts be 
fit, 


Than theſe thy vaſt erected Pyramids of Wit 2 
Not Statutes caſt in ſolid Braſs, 


Nor thoſe, which Art in breathing Marble docs ex. 
'. * "brels, 


Can boaſtan equalLife, or laſtingnes 


Witt 


Fhe Praife of Homer. 51 
With their well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 


A Nich in thy Majeſtick Monuments of Fame. 


' Here their embalm'd incorruptible memories 


Can proudeſt Lowvres, and Eſcurials deſpiſe, 


Andall the needleſs helps of #gyprs coſtly Vani- 
ries. | 


No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruine of the Spheres, 
Notall the waſhing Tides of colling years, 


Nor the whole Race of batr'ring time ſhall e're wear 
out 


The great Inſcriptions, which thy Hand has 
wrought, 


Here nov. and they ſhall live, and bear anendleſs 
ate, 


Firm, as enrol['d inthe eternal Regiſter of Fate. 


For eyer curſt be that mad Emperour, 
(Andcurſs'd cnoughheis be ſure ) 
May future Poets on his hated Name 
Shed all their Gall, and fouleſt Infamy, 
And may it here ſtand branded witherernal ſhame, 
Whothought thy Works could mortal be, 
And fought the glorious Fabrick ro deſtroy : 


In . 


72 The Praiſe of Homer, 
In this ( could Fate permit it to be done) 


His damned Succeſſor he had out-gone, 
Who Romeand all its Palaces in Aſhes laid, | ; 
And the greatRuins with a favage Joy ſuryey'd; 


He burnt but what might be re-built and riches 
made. 


But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded here, 


*T had raiz'd what Age, nor Art could e're repair, 


_ = 
- ” \ wy - = *. Mis «2 <" 
$4 90p-CF4:- 75, as. oc. hr. TM 
f a Q = * =; FY < 


Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, 
Which at the final Doom 
This bcautcous Work of Nature muſt conſume, 
And Heav'nand all its Glories in one Urnentomb, | | 
Will burn a nobler, or more laſting Frame : | 
As firm, and ſtrong as that it ſhall endure, 
Throughall theInjuries of Time ſecure, 


Nor die, till the whole world its Funeral Pilc bc- 
come. 
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Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 
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eA Paſtoral, in Imitation of the Greek 
of Moſchus, bewailing the Death 
of the Earl of RocyesTER. 


Ourn all ye Groves, in darker ſhades be 
ſcen, | 


Let Groans be heard,where gentle Winds haye been; 
Ye Alb;on Rivers, weep your Fountains dry, | 
And all ye Plants your moiſturc ſpend,and die : 
Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were Men, 


Lament, until you be transform'dagen : 


» Letevery Roſe pate as the Lilly be, 


> And WinterFroſt ſeize the Avemone: 


”4 Two Paſtorals out of the Greck. 
But thou, O Hyacinth, more vigorous grow : 


In mournful Letters thy fad glory ſhow, 


Enlarge thy prict, and flouriſh in thy wo : 


For Bios, the bcloyced Bion's dead, 


His voice is gone, his tunetul breath is fled. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd'; 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


Mourn ye ſweer Nightingales in the thick Woods, 
Tell the fad news to all the Brir;b Floods : 

See itto Is, and to Cham convey'd, 

To Thames, to Humber, and to utmoſt Tweed : 


Annd bid them waft the bitter tidings on, 


How Bion's dead, how the lov'd Swain is gone, 


: 
: 
” 
[1 
*%* 
þ 
, 
i 
»* 
- 
va 
. 
We 
FI 
L 
. 
* 
- 


And with him all the Art of graceful Song. 
Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Ferſe 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. | 


Ye gentle Swans, that haunt, the Brooks, and 
Springs, 


Pine with ſad pricf, and droop your ſickly Wings: |? 


Ig 


| Two Paſtorals out of the Greck. 75 
} . Indolcfulnotes the heavy loſs bewail, 


-- Such as you ſing at your own Funeral, 


| : Such as you ſung when your loy'd Orphew tell. 


Tell itit to all the Rivers, Hills, and Plains, 


Tell ic to all the Britiſh Nymphs and Swains, 
And bid them too rhe diſmal tydings ſpread 
Of Bion's fate, of England's Orpheus dead, 


Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garland: never-dying Verſe. 
No more, alas! no more that lovely Swain 
Charms with his tuncful Pipe the wondring Plain : 
Ceaſt are thoſe Lays, ceaſt are thoſe ſprightly airs, 
That woo'd our Souls into our raviſh'd Ears: 
For which the liſt'ning ſtreams forgor to'run, 
And Trees lean'd their attentive branches down : 
While the glad Hills, loth the ſweet ſounds to loſe, 
Lengrhen'd in Echoes cvery heay'nly cloſe. 


Down to the melancholy Shades he's gone, 


And there to Lethe's Banks reports his moarr: 


Nothing : 


56 Two Paſtorals out of the Greek. 
Nothing is heard upon the Mountains now 


But penſive Herds that for their Maſter low: 


Stragling and comfortleſs abour they rove, 


Unmindful of theit Paſture, and their Love. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, 
For thee, dear Swain, for thee, his rtiuch-loy'd Sor9, | 
Does Phezbus Clouds of mourning black puton: 


For thee the Satyrs and the ruſtick Fauns 
Sigh and lament through all the Woods and Lawns: | : 
For thee the Fairies oticve, and tcaſe to dance | 
In ſpottful Rings by night upon the Plains : 

The water Nymphs alike thy abſence mourn, 

And all their Sptings to tears and ſorrow tutn : 
Sad Eccho toodoes in dcep ſilence moan, 

Since thou art mute,ſince thou art 1 peechleſs grown. 


She finds nought worth het pains to imitate, 


| Now thy ſweet breath's ſtopt by untimely fate : 
Trees drop their Leaves to dieſs thy Funeral, 


And all their Fruit before its Antimmn fall : 
Each 


| Tws Paftorals out of the Greek. 27. 
Fach Flower fades, and hangs its wither'd head, 


And ſcorns to thrive, or live, now thou art dead : 
* Their bleating Flocks no mere their Udders fill, 
The painful Bees neglect their wonted roll: 


Alas ! what boots it now their Hives to ſtore 


* With the cich ſpoils of every plunder'd Flower, 


when thou, thac waſt all ſweetneſs, art no more ? 
l Come ,all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe, 
With never-fading Garlands, neverdying Verſe. 

' Ne'r did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore 

In ſuch loud plaints utter their grief before: 

Never in ſuch ſad Notes did Philome! 

To the relenting Rocks her ſorrow tell: 


- . 
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Ne'ron the Beech did poor A/cyone 
So weep, when ſhe her floating Lover ſaw: 
Nor that dead Loyecr, to a Sea-fowl turn'd, 


Upon thoſe Wayes,. where he was drown'd, fo 
mourn'd: 


{ Nor did the Bird of Memnon withſuch oricf 
* Bcdew thoſe Aſhes, which late gave him lite : 
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73 Two Paſtorals oat of the Greek. 
As they did now with vying grict bewail, 
As they did all lament dear Bior's fall. \ 


Come all ye Mules, come; adorn the Shepherd'i af 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garland, never-dying Verſe. 


[In every Wood, on every Tree, and Buſh 

The Lark, the Linner, Nightingale; and Thruſh, : 
And all the feather'd Choir, that us'd to throng 

In lifning Flocks to learn his well-run'd Song. 
Now each in the ſad Conſort bear a part, 

Arid with kind Notes repay the:r Teachers Art : 
Ye Turtles too ( I charge you ) here aſliſt, 


FE 
Vo 
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Letnot your murmurs in the crowd be miſt : 


—» : 
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To the dear Swain do not ungrateful prove; 


That tauglit you how to ſing, and how to love. 


Come a ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-tlying Verſe, 
Whom haſt thon left behind thee, sKilful Swaici, 
That dares aſpire to reach thy matchlcſs ſtrain? 
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Who is there after thee, that dares pretend 


\ Raſhly to take thy warbling Pipe. in Rand 2 
+ Thy Notesremaia yet freſh ineverycar, 
And give us all delight, and all deſpair : 
Pleas'd Eccho ſtill does on them medicare, 
And to the whiſtling Reeds their ſounds repeat. 


| 
| 
; 


___ 


Pan only e're can equal thee in Song, +: 
Thar task does only to great Pay belong : 
But Pas himſelf perhaps will fear to try, 
s Willfear perhaps to be out-done by thee. 


| Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd s 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, 
| Fair Galatea too laments thy death, 

Laments the ceaſing of thy tuneful breath : 

Ott ſhe, kind Nymph, reſorted heretofore 

To hearthy artful meaſures fromthe ſhots : 

Not harſh like the rude Cyclops were thy lays 
Whoſe grating ſounds did het oft ears difpleaſe : 


Such was the force of rliy enchanting rongue, 
That ſhe for ever could haye heard thy Song; 
F 


\ 
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And chid the hours, that did foſwiftly tun, 
And thoudlit rhe Sun too haffy topo down, 
Now does thitt lovely Nereid for thy ſake 
The Sea, and All her fctlow Nymphs forlake: 
Penſive u pon the Beach, ſhe firs alone, 


And kindty tends the F locks from _ thou'rt 
gone. 


Come all, ye Myfes, come, adorn the Shepher ; 
Herſe 


With never fading Garlaidy, never-dying Verſe. 
With thee, ſweet Bion, all the grace of Song, 
And allthe Muſes boaſted Art is gone : 

Mute isthy Voice, which could all hearrscommand, 
Whoſe pow'r no'Shephetdels could e're withſtand: 
All the ſoft weeping Loves about thee moan, . 


At once.their Mothers darling, and their own : 
Dearer waſt'tagu.to Venus, than her Loves, 
Than FE chard Girdle, thanher faithful Doves, 
Than the haſt gaſping Kifles, which in death 
Adonis gave, and with them gaye his breath 


\ 
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This, Thames, ah! this is now the ſecond loſs, 


For whichin teats thy weeping Current flows : 
Spencer, the'Muſes glory, went before, 

He paſs'd long ſince to the Ely/tan ſhore: 

For him ( they fay ) tor him, thy dear-loy'd Son, 


Thy Waves did long in ſobbing murmurs groan, \. 


Long fill'd the” Sea with their complaint, andl\ 
moart: | | 


But now, alas! thou db Mt afreſh bewail; 

Another Son does now thy ſorrow call : 

To part with eirher tliou alike waſt loth; 

Both deat'to Thee, dear to the Fountains both: 
He largely drank the Rills of facred Cham, 

And this no'leſs of 7fs nobler fiream: 

He ſung of Hero's, and of hardy Knights 
Far-fam'd in Barrels, and renown'd Exploits: 


This meddled not with _ Fights, and 
Wars, 


Pan was his'Song, and Shepherds hart] fats,* * 


Loves peaceful combats, and its gentle cares. 


F 2 
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Love cr wasthe ſubject of his Lays, 


And his ſoft Lays did Yenus ever pleaſe. 


Come all ye Muſes, come adorn” the Shepherd's - 


Ferſe | 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


Thou, ſacred Bjorn, art lamented more 
'Thanall our tuneful Bards, that dy'd before : 
Old Chaucer, who firſt taught the uſe of Verſe, 
No longer has the tribute of our tears: 
Milton, whoſe Muſe with ſuch a daring flight 
Led out the warring Seraphims to fight : 

Bleſt Cowley too, who on the banks of Cham 


So ſweetly ſigh'd his wrongs, and told his flame: 


And Ze, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hill fo high, 
As made its glory with Parnaſſus vie: 

And ſoft Orinda, whoſe bright ſhining name 
Stands next great Sappho'sin the ranks of fame: 
All now unwept, and unrelented paſs, 


And in our grief no longer ſhare a place: 


Biox | 


7 


\ 
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Bion alone does all qur tears engroſs, < 


: 


Qur tears are all too few for Box's lols. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 


Thee all the Herdſmen mourn in gentleſt Lays, - 
And rival one anq:her in thy prailc : 

In ſpreading Letters they engrave thy Namg 

On every Bark, that's worthy of the fame: 
Thy Name is warbled forth by every tongue, 


Thy Name the Burthen of cach Shepherds Song : 


. HOT IR 


Waller, the ſweer'ſt of living Bards, prepares 


Fox thee his tender'ſt, and his mournfull'{t airs, 


» RAI 


 AndJ, themeaneſt of the Britiſh Swains, 


Amongſt the reſt offer theſe humble ſtrains : 


It Tam reckon'd not unblecſl in Song, F 
| 'Tis whatTI ow to thy all-teaching rongue: 
FF Somegf thy Art, ſomcof thy tuneful breath 
Thou didſt by Will to worthleſs me bequeath : 
| 
| þ 
[ F 3 Qthers 


. 
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Ochers thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 
To me thou didſt thy Pipe,and Skill yvouchſafe. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherds 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Ver{c, 

Alas! by whar ill Fare, roman unkind, 
Were we to ſo ſevere a lot deſign'd 2 
The meaneſt Flowers which the Gardens yield, 
The vileſt Weeds that flouriſh in the Field, 
Which mult &re long lic dead in Winter's Snow, 
Shall ſpring again, again more Vigorous grow : 
Yon Sun, and this bright glory of the day, 
Which night i is haſting now to ſnatch away, 

Shall riſe anew more ſhining and more gay : 
Bur wretched. we muſt harder meaſure find, 
Theorear'ſt, the bray'ſt, the witti'lt of mankind, 
When Death has once pur our their light, in vain 
Ever expect the dawn of Life again: 
In the dark Grave infenſible they lie, 


Anil there ſleep out endic{s Eternity. 
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There thou to Glence ever, art confin' d, Li r 
While leſs deſerving.Swains are kt behind : 
Fy So pleaſe the Fates to deal with us below, 


They cull out thee, and let dull Mevias go: 

* Meviusftil lives; {tilltethim livetfor me, 

N He, and his Pipe ſhall ne'r my cavy be': 

* Nonec're that heard thy fweer, thy Artful Tongue, | 


| Will grate their ears with his rough unrun'd Song. 


Come, all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's: 
Herſe 


" With never-fading Garlands, never-dying WY | 


$ Afierce Diſeaſe, ſent by ungentle Death, 

| Snatch'd Bzox hence,and ſtop'd his hallow'd breath: 
A fatal damp pur out that heav'nly fire, 

$ Tharfacred heat which did his breaſt inſpire. 

3 Ah! whar malignant ill could boaſt that pow'r, 


| Which his ſweet voice's Magick could not cure 2 
| Ah cruel Fate ! how could'ſt thou chuſe bur ſpare ? 


How could'ſt chow exerciſe thy ri gour here 2 


* AER 


Would thou hadſt throwa th y Dart at worthleſs me, 


And let this dear, this valued life go free: 
F 4 Better , 
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Better ten thouſand meaner Swains had dy'd, 


Than this beſt work of Nature been deſtroy'd. 
Come ,all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd's IL 
Herſe | 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Ah! would kind Death alike had ſent me hence ; 
Bur grief ſhall do the work, and faveits pains : 
Grief ſhall accompliſh my deſired doom, 
And ſoon diſpatch me to Fly/wm - 


| 


There, Bioz, would I be, there gladly know, 


How with thy voice thou charm'ſt the ſhades be. 
low. | 


Sing, Shepherd, ſing one of thy ſtrains divine, 
Such as may melt the fierce Elyfar Queen: 

She once her ſelf was pleas'd with tuneful ſtrains, 
And ſung, and danc'd on the S:ci/;az Plains : 

Fear nat, thy Song ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 
Fear not, but 'twill the pitying Goddeſs move : 
She once was won by Orpheus heav'nly Lays, 


_ ee OOO EONS — 


And gave his fair Eurydice releaſe. 


%. 
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And thine as pow'rſul ( queſtion not, dear Swain) 


K\ Shall bring thee back to theſe glad Hills again. 
| 7 Ey'nI my ſelf, did Lat all excel, 
Wouldtry the utmoſt of my yoice and skill, 


Would try to move therigid King of Hall. 


Drs an ah EE a — nn OY > 


The Lamentaton: for 
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Mourn Adonis, fair Aden dead, i 


| He's dead, and all that's lovely, with him fled : 


Come all ye Loves, come hither and bemoan 


The charming ſweet Aon dead and gone: 


Riſe from thy Purple Bed, and rich Alcove, 


Throw oft thy gay attire, great Queen of Love: 


Heneeforth in ſad and mournful weeds appcar, 


Aiidaltthemarks of grief; andforrow wear, 


And 
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And tear thy locks, and beat thy, panning breaſt, , 

2 And cry, My dear Adquis us aacealt. 

? I mourn Adonis, the folt Loves hemoan 

The gentle ſweet 4anu dead and gone... .. -- 

On the cold . Moyntain lies the wretched Youth, .. _ 

Kill'd by a Savage-Baar's, unpitying .caoth : 

In his white thigh the fatal ſtroke is found, _ 

Nor whiter was that raoth,that gave the wound: 

From the wide wound faſt flows the ſtreaming gore. 

And ſtains thar.skin which was, all ſnaw before: 


His breath with. quick ſhorr tremblings comes and 
gOCs, | 


- 
. <&D +4» 


And Dearth his fainting eyes begins to cloſe: 
From his pale lips the ruddy colour's fled, 
Fled, and has lefr his kylles cold and dead ; 


Yet Yexus never will his kiſſes leave, 


The Goddeſs ever to his lips will cleave : | 
The kiſs of her dear Youth does pleaſe her ftill, { 
But her poor Youth does nor the pleature feel : 
Dead he feels not hes love, feels nor her grict, 


Fce.s not her kiſs, which might ev'n lite retrieve. 


Imoura 
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I mourn Ao» the ſad Loves bemoan 


The comely fair Adonis dead and gone. 
Deep in his Thigh, deep went the killing ſmart, 
But deeper far it goes in Yenu heart : 

His faithful Dogs about the Mountain yell, 

And the hard Fare of their dead Maſter tell : 
The troubled Nymphs alike in doleful ſtrains 
Proclaim his death through all the Fields 6: Plains: 
But the ſad Gadeeſs, moſt of all forlorn, 

With love diſtra&ed, and with ſorrow torn, 

Wild in her look, and ruful in her air, 

With Garments rent, and with diſhevel'd hair, 


Through Brakes, throngh Thickets, and through 
pathleſs ways, 


Through Woods, through Haunts, and Dens of 
SaVages, 


Undreſt, unſhod, careleſs of Honour, Fame, 
And Danger, flies, and calls on his lov'd name. 
Rude-Brambles, as ſhe gocs, her body tear, 
And her cut feet with bloud the ſtones beſmear. 


mr 7 


dz JON. 
| Shc 


Two Paſtorals out 'of. the Greek. 91 
She thoughtleſs of the unfelrt (marr flieson, | 

\ And fills the Woods, and Vallics with her moan, 

; ?Loudly does on the Stars and Fates complain, 
And prays them give Adonis back again: - 
Burt he, alaſs! the wretched Youth; alas! _ ; 
Lies cold, and ſtiff, extended on the graſs: 
There lies he ſteep'd in gore, there lies he drown'd, 
In purple ſtreams, that guſh from his own wound. 


All the ſoft band of Loves their Mother 
mourn, 


At once of beauty, andof loveforlorn. 
Venus has loſt her Lover, and cach grace, 
That fate before in triumph in her face, 
By grief chas'd thence, has now forſook the place, 
That day which ſnatch'd 4doxzs from her arms, ; 
That day bereft the Goddeſs of her charms. 

The Woods and Trees in murmuring lighs be- 


moan 

'The fateof her Adonis dead and gone. 
$ The Rivers too, as if they would deplore 
His death, with grief ſwell higher than before: 


The © 
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The Flowers weep inrears of dreary dew, 
And by cheitdrooping heads their forrow ſhe : 


But twoſt the Cyprian Queen with ſhricks, and , 
groans;. - .. | 


Fills all *the. neighbriag Hills, ard Vales, and 
Towns : 


T he poor Adohis dead! isall her cry, 
' Adonis dead! (ad Eccho does reply. 

| What cruelheart would not the Queen of Lovo 
To melting tears, and {oft compaſſion move, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lover fell, 


Saw his deep, wound, faw it ineurable ? 


Boon as her eyes. his bleeding wounds ſurvey'd, 
Ay ith cager clips ſhe did his Limbs invade, 
And theſe ſp{t,tender,mourntul things ſhe ſaid: 

& Whither, O whither flift thou, wretched Boy, 
” <,Stay my. Adonis, ſtay my only joy, 


« Oftay, unhappy Yourh, ar leaſt cill T 
« With one Kind word beſpeak thee, e&'rethon vie, 


« Till oncemote embrace thee; tif T ſeal 
** Upon-thy-dyins lips my 1aft 


# 
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« Look up one mitiute,” give one pitting kiſs, ** 


93 


.% One kiſs, dear Youth, to dry thieſe flowing'efes . 


p One kiſs as thy laſt T&gacy T'> fain” © TE T 
« Preſerve, no God ſhall take iroff apain.” * ; 
« Kiſs, whileT watch chy fivimming eye-balls foul, 
« Watch thy laſt gaſp, and catchrhy' ſpringing foal. 
« TKfuck itin, Fil hoard ir in my heart, © © 
« [ with that ſacred pledg will never part, + 
« Butchou wilr part, burthou art gone; far'pone * 
« To the dark ſhades, and leay'ſt me herealone. 
«Thou dy'ſt, bur hopeleſs I mult ſuffer life, ' * 
« Muſt pineaway with-caſleſs ctidle(s erict. 

« Why was T born a Goddeſs ? why was I 

« Made ſuch a wretch to want the pow'r on die? 
« If Thy death my forrows might redreſs, . 
* If the cold Grave could-to my pains give caſe” 

* Tdgladly die, Id rathernothing be 

* Than thus condemn'd to immortality : 

* In that vaſt empty void, and boundleſs waſt, 


« We mind not what's to come, nor what is paſt, 


L Of þ 
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« Of life, or death we know no difference, 


« Nor hopes, nor fears atall affe& ourſenſe : 
« But thoſe whoare of pleaſure once bereft, 
« And muſt ſurvive, are moſt unhappy left: 
« To rayenous ſorrow they are leſt a prey, 
* Nor can they ever drive deſpair away. 
« Take, cruel Proſerpine, take my lov'd Boy, 
© Rich with my ſpoils, do thou my loſs enjoy. 
* Take him relentleſs Goddeſs, for thy own, 
« Never till now waſt thou, my envy grown. 
*« Hard Fate ! that thus rhe beſt of rhings muſt be 
* Always the plnnder of the Grave, and thee: 
* The Grave,and thou now all my hopes engrols, 
« And I for ever mult 4onis loſe. 


* Thou'rr dead, alas! alas ! my Youth,thou'rtdead, 


« And with theeall my pleaſures too are fled : 
« They're all like fleeting vaniſh'd dreams pals'd 


Orc, 


* And nought but the remembrance left in ſtore {| Þ 


** Of taſted joysne're to be taſted more: | 


 Witl 


þ 
C 


| 
: 


_« Thy Yenus muſt thy abſence ever moan, 
« And ſpend the tedious live-long nights alone. 
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« With thee my Ceſtos, allmy charms are gone, 


| 


* Ah! heedleſs Boy; why would'ſt thou raſlily 
chooſe 


« Thy ſelf rodang'rous pleaſures to expoſe 2 
« Why would'ſt thou hunt 2 why would'ſt thou aty 


more 
& Venture with Dogs to chaſe the foaming Boar 2 
« Thou waſt all fair to mine, to humane CYCs, 

« But not ( alas |) tothoſe wild Savages, 


« One would have thought thy {wcetneſs might 
have charm'd 


* The rougheſt kind, the fierceſt rage difirm'd: 

« Mine ( Iam ſure) it could; but wo is thee ! 

« All wear not eyes, all wear not breaſts like me. 
In ſuchſad words the Dame her grief did vent, 


While the Wirzg'd Loves kept time with her com- 
plaint: 


As many drops of Bloud as from the wound 
Ot flain Adonis fell upon the ground, 


& 
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$9 many tears, and more you might have told, 


That down the cheeks of weeping Venus roul'd : 


-" 


Both tears,and bloud to new-born flow'rs give riſe, »- 


Hence Roſes ſpring,aud thence Anemonies. 

Ceaſe, Yenus, in the Woods to mourn thy Loye, 
Thou'ſt vented ſighs, thou'ſt laviſh'd tears enough: 
See! Goddeſs, where a glorious bed of State 
Does ready for thy dear Adonis wait : 

This bed was once the Scene of Love, and Joy, 
But now muſt bear the wretched, murder'd Boy: 
There lies he, like a pale, and wither'd Flower, 
V/hich ſome rude hand had cropt before its hour: 
Yet ſmiles, and. beauties {tilt live in his face, 
Which death can never frighten from their place. 
There let him lic upon that conſcious bed, 
Wherc you loves myſlcrics ſo oft haye tricd : 
When you've enjoy'd ſo many an happy night, 
Eachlengthen'd into ages of delight. 

There ler him lic, there heaps of Flowers firow, 
Roles and Lillics ſtore upon him throw, 


Ad myrtle Garlands layiſhly beſtow : 
Pour 


. 
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Pour Myrrh, and Balm, and coſllieſt —, 4 


on, 
| Flowers are faded, Ointments worthleſs grown, 
Now thy Adonis, now thy Youth is gone; | 
Who was all ſ\vectneſſes comprizd in one, e 
4 In Purple wrapt, Adonis lies in ſtate, 
S A Troop of mourning Loves about hint wait : 
Each does ſome mark of their kind ſorrow ſhow, 
One breaks his Shafrs, rother unſtrings his Bow, 
A third upon his Quiver wreaks his hate, 
As the ſad cauſes of his haſty fare : 
This plucks his bloudy garmcats off, that brings 
Water in Vellels from the neighb'ring Springs, 


Some waſh his Wound, ſome fan him with thci, 
Wings : 


All equally their Mothers loſs bemoan, 
All moan far poor Adonis dead and gone. 
Sad Hyme» too the fatal loſs does mourn, 


His Tapers all to Funeral Tapers turn, 14 


And all his wither'd Nu prial Garlands burn : 
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His gay, and airy Songs arc heard no more, 


But mournful Strains, that hopeleſs love deplore. 
Nor do the Graces fail to beara part 

With wretched Yenus in her pain and ſmart : 
The poor Adonis dead! by turns they cry, 

And ſtrivein grief the Goddeſs to out-vie. 

The Muſes too in ſofteſt Lays bewail 

The hapleſs Youth, and his fled Soul recal : 


Bur all in vain; ah ! numbers are too weak 
To call the loſt, the dead Adonis back : 


Not all the pow'rs of Verſe, or charms of Love 


The deaf remorſleſs Proſerpine can move. 


Ceaſe then, ſad Queen of Love, thy plaints give 


O IC 


Ti!! the next year reſerve thy prief in ſtore : 
Relerve thy Sighs, and tears in ſtore till then, 


Thentnou mull ſigh, then thou muſt weep agen. 
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I, 


Per.I. Ar from our plcaſant native Paleſtine, 


Where great Euphrates with a mighty 
current flows, 


And does in watry limits Babylon confine, 


Curſs'd Babylon / the cauſc, and author of our woes; 
There on the Rivers ſide 
Sate wretched, Captive we. 
Andin fad Tears bewail'd our miſery. 


Tears, whoſe yaſt ſtore increas'd the ncighb'ring 


Tide: 
We wept, and ſtrait our griet before us brought 
A thowfand diſtant Objects to. our thought. 
As oft as we ſurvey'd the gliding Stream, 


Lov'd Fordan did our ſad remembrance claim : 


Asoft as we th adjoyning City view'd, 


Dear Sions razed Walls our Grief rencw'd : 
G 3 Vie. 
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Werthoughton all the Pleaſures of our happy Land, 


Late raviſh'd by a cruel Conqu'rour's hand: 


Werhought on every pircous,cvery mourntul thing, 


That might acceſs to our evlarged ſorrows bring; 2 


| 2, Deep ſilence told the greatneſs of our Griet, | f 
Ot oricf to00 orcat by Vent to find relict: 
Our Harps as mute and dumb, as we, » 


Hung uſeleſs, and neglected by, 


And now and then a broken String would lend a 
_ ſigh 


As if with us they telta ſympathy, 

And mourn'd their own, and onr Captivity: 
The gentle River too, as if compaſſionate grown, 
| As'rwould its Natives cruelty attone, 

Asirt paſs'd by, In murmurs gave a Pitying Groatt. 
- 


3- There the prove Conquerors, who gave us '* 
Chains, | 


Who all our r ſuf in2s and misfortunes gave, 
Did with rude Inſolen 20ur Sorrows brayc, 


And with inſulting Raillery thus mock'd our Pains; 


Play 
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Play us ( ſaid they ) ſome brisk, and airy ſtrain, 


Such as your Anceſtors were wont to hear 
On Shilo's pleaſant Plain, 
Where all the Virgins met in Dances once a year : 
Or one of thoſe, 
; Which your illuſtrious David did compoſe, 
? While he fil'd Iiracl's happy Throne, 


* Great Soldier, Poet, and Mufician all in one : 


Oft ( have we heard ) he went with Harp in hand, 
Captain of all th harmonious Band, 
And vanquiſh'd all the Quire with's ſingle skill alone : 


4- Forbid it Heav'n ! forbid thou yreat thrice-hal- 
low'd Name, 


We ſhould thy Sacred Hymns dctame, 
Or them with impious cars profane. 
N>, no, inhumane flaves, is thisa time 
,* © ( Oh cruel, and prepoſterous demand !) 
op: When every Joy, and every Smile's a crime, 
A TIrcaſon to our poor unhappy native Land ? 


Is thisa time for ſprightly. Airs, 


Whenevery look the Bag of ſorrow wears, 
G 4 And 
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And Livery of our Miſeries, 


$ad miſeries that call for all our Breath in ſighs, 
And all the Tribute of our eyes, 
Ang moiſture of our Veins our very bloud in tears 


When nought can claim our Thoughts, Jeruſalem, 
but thou, 


Nought, but thy ſad Deſtruftion, Fall, and Oycr. L 
_ thcow 


3. | 

Oh deareſt City! late our Nations juſteſt |? 
, Ren & 
Envy of all the wond' ring world beſide! g 


Oh ſacred Temple, once th' Almighty's bleſsd 'y 
abode, | ? 


Now quite forſaken by our angry God F 
Shall ever diſtant time, or Place 

Your firm Ideas from my Soul detace 2 
Shall they nor ſtill take up my Breaſt ; 
As long asthat, and Life, and [ ſhall laſt : ' I 
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Grant Heay'n ( nor-ſhall my Pray'rs the Curſe 


withſtand ) 
Thar this my learned, skilful hand 


(Which now o're al che tuneful ſtrings can boaſk 


command, 
Which does as quick.as ready, and unerring prove, 
As nature, when it would itsjoynts or fingers meve) 
Grant it forget its Art and feeling roo, 
Whenl forget to think, to wiſh, to pray for you : 
6. For ever tied with Dumbnels be my tongue, 


When it ſpeaks ought that ſhall not ro your Praiſe 
belong, 


If that be nor the conſtant ſubject of my Muſe, and 
SOng. 


4. 


7. Remember, Heav'n, remember Edom on that 
day, | 


And with like ſufferings their ſpight repay, 


Who made our Miſcries their cruel Mirth and 
Scorn, 


Who laugh'd toſee our flaming City burn, 
And wiſh'd it might to Aſhes turn: 


Raxze, 


2104 Paraphraſe upon the 137, Pſalm, 
Raze, raze it (was their curſed cry ) 


Raze all its ſtately Struftures down, 


And. lay its Palaces, and Temple level with the 
» round, 

Till Sion buried in his diſmal Ruines lic, 

Forgot alike its Place, its Name, and Memory. 


8. And thau proud Babylon ! juſt Obje& of our 
Hate, 


"Thou too ſhalt feel the ſad reverſe of Fate, 
Tho thou art now cxalted high, | 

And with thy lofty head o'retop'ſt the Sky, 

As if thou would'ſt the Pow'rs above defie ; 


Thou ( if thoſe Pow'rs (and ſure they will) prove 
. juſt, 
If my Prophetick Grieb can ought force) 
Erclong ſhalt lay that lofty head in duſt, 
And bluſh in Bloud for all thy preſent Cruelty : 


How loudly then ſhall we retort theſe bittcr 
Taunts ! 


How gladly to the Muſick of th y Fetters dance! 


5, Aday | 2 
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5. 
A day will come ( oh might I ſee'c! )erelone 
That ſhall revenge our mighty wrong : __ 
Then bleſs'd, forever blels'd be he 
Whoever ſhall return't on thee, 
And grave it deep, and pay't with bloudy Uſury: 
F May neither aged Groans, nor Infant Cries, 


Nor pitious Mothers Tears, nor raviſh'd Virgins 
Sighs, 


Softcn thy unrelenting Enemies, 


Let them as thou to us inexorable proye, 


Nor Age nor Sex their deat Compaſſion move ; 


Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funerals, 


And all thou durſt attempt within our Sos Wall, 


May'ſt thou endure, and more, till joytul we 


Contfels thy ſc]t out-done in arttul cruelcy. 
Blefs'd,yea, thrice bleſſed be that barbarous Hand 
( Oh griet, that I ſuch dire Revenge commend !) 


Who tcars out Infants from their Mothers 
Womb, 


And hurls them yet unborn unto their Tomb : 
|; Bleſs'd - 
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Bleſs'd he who plucks them from their Parents 
Arms, 
Thar San&tuary from all common harms, 


Who with their Skulls, and Bones ſhall pave thy 


Streets all ore, 


And fill thy glutted Channels wh their ſcatter'd 
Brains and Gore. 


' 
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I. 
O Thee, O God, we thy juſt Praiſes ſing, 
To Thee we Thy great Name re- 
hearſe: 


1 We are Thy Vaſlals,and this humble Tribute'bring 
| To Thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 


: Acknowledg'd fole and Sovereign Monarch of the 
"4 Univerle. 


J All parts of this wide Univerſe adore, 
Z Ecernal Father, thy Almighty power: 


The Skies, and:Stars, Firc, Air, and Earth, and 
Sea, 


| With all their numerous nameleſs Progeny 


| _ 


Con- 


ro8 Paraphraſe upon the 
Confeſs, and their due Homage pay to thee ; 


For why ? thou ſpak'ſt the Word, and mad'ſt them 
all from Nothing be. 


To thee all Angels, all thy glotious Court on 
high, 


Seraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatſoever Spirits be 
Of leſſer Honour, leſs Degree 3 
To Thee in heav'aly Lays 
They ſing loud Anthems of immortal Praile' 
Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry, 
This is their bus'neſs, this their ſole employ, 
And thus they ſpend their long and bleſt Eternity. 
2, 


Farther than Natures utmoſt ſhores and limits 
{ſtretch 


The ſtreams of thy unbounded Glory reach ; 
Beyond the {traits of ſcanty Time, and Place, 


Beyond rhe ebbs and flows of matter's narrow 
Seas 


They reach, and {| :': Occan of Eternity and 
SPace, 


In- 


FP 


» Py 
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Infus'd like fome vaſt mighty foul, 


Thondo'ſt inform and aCtuate this ſpacious whole : 


Thy unſcen hand does the WTI Frame ſu- 
ſtain, 


Which elſe would to its primitive Nothing ſhrink 
again. 


But moſt thou do'ſt thy Majeſty diſplay 

In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day : 
There is Thy reſidence, there do'{t Thou reign, 
There on a State of dazling Luſtre fir, 

There ſhine in Robes of pure refined Light ; 


Where Sun's coarſe Rays are but a Foil and 
Stain, 


And refuſe Stars the ſweepings of thy glorious 
Train. 


J- 
There all Thy Family of menial Saints, 
Huge Colonies of bleſs'd Inhabitants, 


Which Death through countleſs Ages has tranſplan- 
ted hence, 


Now on Thy Throne for eyer wait, 


And fill the large Rerinue of rhy heav'aly State, 


There 


110 Paraphraſe npon the - 


T here reverend Prophets ſtand, a pompous goodly 
ſhow, 


Of old thy-Envoys extraordinary here, 
| Whobrought thy ſacred Embaſſies of Peace and 


War, 
That to th' obedient, this the rebel world below. 
By them the mighty Twelve have their abode, 
Companions once of the Incarnate ſuff'ring God, 
Partakers now of all his Triumphs tlicre, 
As theyonearth did in his Miſeries ſhare. 
Ot Martyrs next a crown'd and glorious Quire, 
Illuſtrious Heroes, who have gain'd 


Through dangers, and Red Seas of Bloud the Pro- 
inis'd Land, 


And paſs through Ordeal Flames to the Eternity 
In Fire. ; 


There a!l make up the Conſort of thy Praiſe, 
To Thee they f1ng (and never ceaſe ) 
Loud Hymns, and Haliciujalt's of Applauſe : 


An Angel-Laurcat does the Senle and Strains com- 
pole, 


Hymn of St. Ambroſe. fiT 
Senſe far above the reach of mortal Verſe, 


Strains far above the reach of mortal crs, 
And all, a Muſe unglorified can fancy, or rehicarſe. 
ONES. 
Nor is this Conſort only keptaboye; 
Nor is it to the Bleſs'd alone confin'd ; 
But Earth, and all thy Fairhful here are joyn'd, 
And ſtrive to vie with them in Duty and in Loye: 


And, My they cannot equal Notes and Meaſures 
raile, 


Strive to returnth' imperfect Ecchoes of thy Praiſe. 


They through all Nations own thy glorious 
Name, 


And every where the greatThree-One proclaim, 
Thee, Father of the World, and Us, and Him, 


Who muſt Mankind, whom Thou didſt make, 
Redecm, 


Thee, bleſſed Saviour, the ador'd, truc, only Son 


To man debas'd, to reſcue Man undone: 
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And Thee, Eternal, Holy Power, 


Who do'ſt by Grace exalted Man reſtore 
Toall, hcloſt by the 01d Fall, and Sin before : 
You bleſ{s*d and glorious Trinity, 


Riddlcto baffled Knowledg and Philoſophy, 

Which cannot conprehend the mighty Myſtery 
Of numerous One, and the unnumber'd Three 

Vaſt ropleſs Pile-ot Wonders ! at whoſe fight 
Reaſonit ſelf turns giddy with the height, 
Above the fluttring pitch of humane Wir, 


And ali, but the ſtrong wings of Faith, that Eagle's Þ 
rowring flight. | 


5. 
Bleis'd Jeſu ! how ſhall we enough adore, 


Or thy unbounded Loye, or thy unbounded 
Pow 2 


Thou art the Prince of Heay'n, thou are the Al- 
rmignty's Heir, 


Thou artth' Eternal Off-ſpring of th' Erernal Sire: | 


Hail thou the Worlds Redeemer! whom to free 


From bonds of Death and cndleſs miſery, 


Thou 
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Thou thoughr'(t it no diſdain to be 


Inbabiter in low mortality : 
Th Almighty thought itno diſdain 
To dell in the pure Virgins ſpotleſs Womb, 


There did the boundleſs Godhead, and whole 
Heay'n find room, 


And a (mall point the Circleot Infinity contain. 
Hail Ranſom of Mankind, all-great, all-good ! 
Who didſt attone us with thy Bloud, 
Thy ſelf the Offering, Altar, Prieſt, and God : 
Thy ſelf didft die to be our glorious Bail 
From Death's Arreſts,and the eternal Flaming Jail 4 
Thy felt thou gav'ſt th! ineſtimable Price, 


To Purchaſe and Redeem our morgao'd Heav'n and 
Happineſs. 


Thirher, when thy great Work on Earth had 
cad, 


WhenDeath it ſelf was ſlain and dead, 


And Hell with all its Powers captive led, 


Thou did again triumphantly Aſcend : 


There 


114 Paraphraſe upon the 
; | Therg, de'{t Thou now by Thy great Father ſir on 


high, 


q With equal Glory, equal Majeſty, 
\ (o Joynt-Ruler of theeverlaſting Monarchy. 


6. 


Again from thence thou ſhalr with greater triumplt 
come, 


| When the laſt Trumpet ſounds the general 
l Doom : $1 


And (lo! ) thou com'ſt,and ( lo! ) the direful ſound 
docs make 


l Through Deaths wide Realm Mortality awake 
And(1lo) they all appear 
At Thy Dread Bar, 


- - # $5 So 4 lv. 


l And all receive tl unalterable Sentence there, 
Aftrighted Nature tremblcs at the diſmal Day, 


And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away : IF 


Both that, and Time breatlrout their laſt, and now ; 
they dic, | 


And new are {wallow'd up and loſt in vaſt Eternity: 


Mercy, 


Mercy, O mercy, angry God ! 


Stop, ſtop thy flaming Wrath, roo fierce to be with- 
{tood, 


And quench it with the Deluge of thy Bloud ; 
Thy precious Bloud which was ſo freely {pit 
To waſh us from rhe ſtains of Sin and Gui : 


O write us with it in the Book of Fate 


Amongſt thy Choſen, and Predeſtinate, 
Free Denizens of Hcav'n, of tac Immortal Scate. 
A. 
Guide us, O Saviour | guide thy Church below, 
Both Way, and Star, Compals, and Pilot Thou : 
Do thou this frail and tctr'ring Veſſel ſtecr 


? 
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Through Life's tempeſtuous Occan here, 
Through all the toſſing 'Waves of Fear, 
And dang'rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Sate underThee we ſhall to the wiith'd Haycen move, 
And reach the undiſcover'd Lands of Bliſs above. 
Thus low (bchold ! ) to thy great Name we bow, 


And thus we ever with to grow : 


H } 
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Paraphraſe upon the 
Conſtant, as Time does thy fix'd Laws obey, 


To Thee our Worſhip and our Thanks we pay :; 


With theſe we wake the cheartul Lighr, 


With theſe we Sleep, and Reſt invite ; 


While thus cach Breaſt, and Mouth, and 


days 


Far 


'g 


Arc filed with thy Praiſc, and Love, and Fear, 


Let never vin get room, or entrance there : 


Ancthus we ſpend our Breath, and thus we ſpend 
our Days, 


And never ccaſe to Sing, and never ceaſe toPraitc. 


Vouchſafe, O Lord, through this and all our 


To guar us with Tay pow rtul Grace : 


Vitain our hearts jct no uſurping Luft be found, 


No rebel Paſſion tumulr raiſe, 


To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 


But ſec thy Watchot Angeis onthe Place, 


And keep the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden | 
ground. 


Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercics grant, 
Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 
Ne're want Thy Favour, Bounty, Liberality, 
Bartlet them ceycron us be, 
Conſtant as our own Hope and Trult on Thee ; 
On Thee we all our Hope and Trult repoie ; 
O neyer leave us to our Foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our Cauſe: 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 
We'll tear no Danger, Death, nor Miſery ; 
Fearlefs we thus will ſtand a falling world 
With cruſhing Ruins all about us hurl's, 


And face wide gaping Hell, & all its flighted Pow'rs 


detic, 
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S to that Poet ( if fo great a one, as he, 


May ſufter in compariſon with me } 
When heretoſorc in Scythian exile pent, 
To which he to ungratetul Rowe was ſent. 
It a kind Paper from his Country came, 


And wore ſubſcrib'd ſome known, and faithfu] 
Name: 


That likea pow'rtul Cordial, did infuſe 

New lite into hjs ſpecchleſs gaſping Mule, 

And (trait his Genius, wluch before did ſeem 
Bound upin Ice, and trozen as the Clime, 

By its warm force, and friendly influence thaw'd, 


Diſſcly'd apace, and in ſoft numbers flow'd : 


Such 


* a 


| 


A LETTEK. 119 
Such welcome here, dear Sir, your Letter had 


With me ſhut upin cloſe conſtraint as bad: 


Not eager Lovers, held in long ſuſpence, 

With warmer Joy, and a more tender ſenſe 

Meet thoſe kind Lines, which all their wiſhes bleſs» 

And Sign, and Seal deliver'd Happineſs : 

My grateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 

They over-run cach otherin the crowd : 

To you with haſty flight they take their way, 

And hardly for the dreſs of words will ſtay.. 
Yet pardon, if this only fault I find, 

That while you praiſe tog much, you are leſs kind : 

Conſider, Sir, 'tis illand dang'rous thus 

To over-lay a young and tender Muſe : 

Praiſe, the fine Dict, which we're apt to love, 

It given to excels, does hurtful prove : 

Where it does weak, diſtemper'd Stomachs meet, 

That ſurfcits, which ſhould nouriſhment create, 


Your rich Perfumes ſuch fragrancy diſpenſe, 


Their ſweetneſs overcomes, and palls my ſenſe ; 


On | 
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On my weak head you heap ſo many Bays, 


I fink beneath *em, quite oppreſs'd with Praiſe, 
And a reſembling fate with him receive, 
Who in too kind a triumph found his Grave, 
Smother'd with Garlands,whichApplauders gave. 
To you theſe Praiſes juſtlier all belong, 
By alienating which, your felt you wrong : 
Whom better can fuch commendations fit 
Than you, whoſo well tcach and practiſe Wit 2 
Verlſc, the great boaft of drudging Fools, from ſome, 
May moſt of Scriblers with much ſtraining come : 
They void 'em dribling, and in pain they write, 
As it they had a Strangury of Wit : 
Your Pen uncall'd they readily obey, 
And ſcorn your Ink ſhould flow ſo faſt as they : 
Each ſtrain of yours ſocafic does appcar, 
Each ſuch a graceful negligence docs wear, 
As ſhews you have none, and yet want no care. 
None of your ſerious pains or time they colt, 


But what thrown by, you can afford for loſt : 


4 LETTER. 
If ſuch the fruits of your looſe leiſure be, 


Your carclels minutes yield fuck Poetry ; 
We guels what proofs your Genius would impart, 7; 
Did it cmploy you, as it does divert :- 

But happy you, more prudent, and more wile, 
With better aims have fix'd your noble choice. 


While filly I all thriving Arts rctule, 


And all my hopes, andall my vigour loſe, 


In ſcrvice on that worſt of Jilts, a Muſe, 

For gain{ul buſine's court ignoble caſe, 

And in gay Trifles waſt my ill-fpenc days. 
Liitle I thought, my dearett Friend, that you 

Would thus contribute to my Ruine too : 

O'rc run with filthy Poetry, and Rhyme, 

The preſent reigning evil of the time, 

I lack'd, avd ( well I did my ſelf afſure ) 

From your kin hand I {hould receive a cure: 

When (lo!) inſtcad of healing Remedics, 

Youcherith, and encourage the Dilealc : 

Inhumane you help the Diſtemper on, 


Which was before but too inveterate grown. 
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As a kind looker on, who int'reſt ſhares, 


Tho not in's ſtake, yet in his hopes and fears, 
Would to his Friend a puſhing Gameſter do, 
Recall his Elbow when he haſtes to throw; : 
Sucha wiſe courſe you ſhould have took with me. 
Araſh and vent'ring fool in Poetry. 
Poctsare Cullies, whom Rook Fame draws in, 
And wheadles with deluding hopes to win : 
But, when they hit, and moſt ſucceſsful are, 
They ſcarce come off with a bare ſaving ſhare. 
Oft ( I remember ) did wiſe Friends diſſuade, 
And bid me quit the trifling barren Trade. 
Oft have I tried ( Heav'n knows ) to mortific 
| This vile,and wicked luſt of Poetry : 
But ſtil! unconquer'd it remains within, 
Fix'd as an Habit, or ſomedarling Sin. 
In vain T better ſtudies there would ſow, 
Oiren I've tried, but none will thrive, or grow : 


All my beſt thoughts, when I'd moſt ſerious be, 


Are never from its foul infeftion free: 


Nay 


A LETTER. 
Nay (God forgiveme ) when I ſay my Prayers, 


I ſcarce can help polluting them with Verſe: 

That fabulous Wretch of old revers'd I ſeem, 

Who turn whate'reI touch to Droſs and Rhyme. 
Ofc to divert the wild Caprice, I try 

If Sovereign Wiſdom and Philoſophy 

Rightly applied, will give a remedy : 

Strait the great Stagyrite I rake in hand, 

Seck Nature, and my Self to underſtand: 

Much I reflect on his vaſt Worth and Fame, 

And much my low, and oroveling aims condemn, 

And quarrel, that my ill-pack'd Fate ſhould. be 

This vain, this worthleſs thing call'd Poetry : 

But when find this unregarded Toy 


Could his important Thoughts, and Pains employ, 


By reading thereI am but more undone, 

And meet that danger, which I went to ſhun. 
Otr when ill Humour, Shagrin, Diſcontent 
Give leiſure my wild Follies to reſenr, 


[ chusagainſt my ſelf my Paſſion ven. 


Enough * 


124 A'LEITER 
* Enough, mad rhiming Sot, enough for ſhame, 


« Give o'rc, and all thy Quills tro Tooth picks 


Damn ; 
« Didſ{t ever thou the Altar rob, or worle, 
« Kill the Prieſt there,and Maids receiving torce ? þ 
« Whatelfe could merit this ſo heavy Curſe? 
« The greateſt Curſe, I can, I wiſh on him, 
*« If there be any greater than to rhime ) 
« Who firſt did of the lewd invention think, 


« Firſt made two lines with ſounds reſembling 
clink, 


i And, ſwecrving from the caſic paths of Proſe, 


© Fettcrs, and Chains did on free Scenic impoſe : 


' & Curls'd roo be all the fools; who ſince haye went 


« Miſlcd in ſteps of that ill Preſident : 


« Want bc cntatd their lot : 


and on I goz 
Wreaking my fſpight on all the jingling Crew : 
Scarce the beloved Cowley feapes, tho I 

Might ſooner my own curſes fear, than he : 
And thus refolv d againſt the feribling vein, 


I deeply {wear never to writc again, 


4 
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But when bad Company and Wine conſpire 


To kindle, and renew the foolith Fire, 
Straitways rclaps'd, Ifeel the raving fit 
Return, and ftraitI all my Oaths forget: 
The Spirit, which I thought caſt out before, 
Entersagain with ſtronger force, and power, 
Worſe than at firſt; and ryrannizes more. 
No ſober good advice will then preyail, 
Nor from the raging Frenzy merecal : 
Cool Reaſon's dictates me no more can move 
Than men in Drink, in Bedlam, or in Love : 
Deat to all means which mightmoſt proper ſeem 
Towards my cure, I run ſtark mad in Rhime: 
Aſad poor haunted wretch, whom nothing leſs 
Than Prayers of the Church can diſpoſleſs. 
yomectimes, aftcra tedious day half ſpent, 
When Fancy long has hunted on cold Scent, 
Tird in the dull, and fruitleſs chaſe of Thought, 
Deſpairing I grow wcary, and give out - 
Asadry Lecher pump'd of all my ſtore, 


T loath the thing, 'caulc I can do't no more : 


But *© 


Ss 4A LETTER. 
Bur, when Ionce begin to find again, 


Recruits of matter in my pregnant Brain, 


Again more eager I the haunt purſue, 

And with freſh vigour the lov'd ſport renew : 

Tickled with ſome ſtrange pleaſure, which I find, 

And think a fecreſic to all mankind, 

I pleaſe my ſelf with the vain, falſe delight, 

And count none happy, bur the Fops that write. 
*Tis endleſs, Sit, to tell the many ways, 

Wherein my poor deluded felt I pleaſe: 

How, whenthe Fancy lab'ring for a Birth, 

With unfelr Throws brings its rude iſſue forth : 

How after, when impertect ſhapeleſs Thought 

Is by the Judgment into Faſhion wrought. 

| When at firſt ſearch I traverſe o're my mind, 


Nought buta dark, and empry Void I find : 


Some littlc hints at length,like ſparks,break thence, 
And glimm'ring Thoughts juſt dawning into ſenſe: ] 
Cofus'd a while the mixt Idea's lic, F 


With nought of mark to be diſcoyer'd by, 
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Like colours undiſtinguiſh'd in thenight, 


Till the dusk Images, mov'd tothe light, 
Teach the diſcerning Faculty rochuſe, 
Which ir had beſt adopr, and which retuſe. 
Here rougher ſtrokes, touch'd with a careleſs daſh, 
Reſemble the firſt ſtring of a face: | 
There finiſh'd draughts in form more full appear, 
And totheir juſtneſs ask no further care. | 
Mean while with inward joy I proud am grown, 
To ſecthe work ſucceſsfully gp on : | 
And prize my {elt in a creating power, ( fore- 
That could make ſomerhing, what was nought be- 
Sometimes a ſtiff, unwieldy rhoughtl meet, 
Which to my Laws will ſcarce be made ſubmit: 
Bur, when, after expence of pains and time, 
[Ls manag'd well, and taughtto yoke in Rhime, 
I criumph more,than joyful Warriours wou'd, 
Had they ſome ſtout, and hardy Foc ſubdu'd : 
And idly think, leſs goes to their Command, 


That makes arm'd Troops in well-plac'd order 
ſtand, 
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Than to the condutt of my words, when they 


March in due ranks, are fet in juſtarray, 


Sometimes on Wings of Thonght I ſeem onY 


As men in ſleep, though motionleſs they lic, | 
Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mount and fly : 
So Witches ſome enchanted Wand beſtride, 

And think they through the airy Regions ride, 
Where Fancy is both Traveller, Way,and Guide : 
Then ſtrait grow a ſtrange exalted thing, 


And equal in conceit, at leaſt a King : 
As the poor Drunkard,when Wine ſtums his brains, 
Anointed with that Liquor, thinks he reigns. 
Bewitch'd by theſe Deluſions 'tisI write, 
( The tricks ſome pleaſant Devil plays in ſpight ) 
And whenIm in the freakiſh Trance, which I 
Fond ſilly Wretch, miſtake for Extaſic, 
I find all former Reſolutions vain, 
And thus recant them, and make new again. 
* What was't, Iraſhly yow'd 2 ſhall cver 1 
* Quit my beloved Miſtris, Poetry 2 
«Thou 


3 


& Thou ſweet beguiler of my Tu hours, 
* Which thus glide unpexceiv'd with filent courſe: 
? Thou gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd do'ſt keep . 
&« My Breaſt, and charm intruding care aſlcep: 
” * They fay, thou'rt poor, and unendow'd, what | 


& For thee I this yain, worthleſs world forgo : 

« Ler Wealth, and Honour be tor Fortunes Slaves, 

« The Alms of Fools, and Prize of crafty Knaves: 

. & To me thou art, whatereth' ambitious crave, 

« And all that greedy Milſers wanr, or have : 

« In Youth, or Ape, in Travel, or at Home, 

« Here, or in Town, at London, or at Rome, 

* Rich, ora Beggar, free, orin the Fleet, 

«* Whate're my Fate is, tis my Fate to write. 
Thus I have made my ſhrifted Muſe contels, 

Her ſecret Feebleſs, and her Weakneſſes : 

All her hid Faults ſhe ſets expos'd to view, 


And hopes a gentle Confeſlor in you : 
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Since 'tis but what ſhe is not wilfulin, - 

Nor yet has ſcandalous nor open been. 

Tryif your ghoſtly counſel can reclaim 

The heedleſs wanton from her guilt and ſhame : 

At leaſt be not ungenerous to reproach = 

That wretched frailty,which you've help'd debauch. 
'Tis now high time to, end, for fear I grow : 

More tedious than old Doaters, when they woo, 

Than travel'd Fops,when far-fetch'd ltes they prate, 

Or flatt'ring Poets, when they dedicate. 

Nodull forgiveneſs I preſume tocraye, 

Not vainly formy tireſom length ask leave: 

Leſt I, as often formal Coxcombs uſe, 

Prolong that very fault, I would excuſe : 

Vay this theſame kind welcome find with you, 


4.3 yours did here, and ever ſhall; Adicu. 
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Upon a P IF that expoſed him by 


Printing a Piece of his groſly 
dan". and faulty. 


| Ull, and unthinking ! hadſt thou none but me 
| To plague, and urge to thine own Infamy 2 
' Had ſome tame and ſneaking Author been, 
Whoſe Muſe to Love, and ſoftneſs did incline, 
Some ſmall Adventurer in Song, that whines 
Chloris and Phyllis out in charming lines, 
' Fit todiyert mine Hoſteſs, and miſlead 
| The heartof ſome poor tawdry Waiting Maid; 
| Perhaps I might have then torgiven thee, 
And thou hadſt ſcap'd from my reſentments free. 
| ButI whom ſpleen, and manly rage infpire, 
Brook noaffront, at each offence take fire : 
Born to chaſtiſe the Vices of the Age, 
Which Pulpitsdare not, nor the very Stage: 
| Sworn to laſh Knavesot all degrees, and ipare 
None of the kind, however great they are : 
Satyr's my only Province, and delight, 
For whoſe dear fake alone I've vow'd to write : 
|  Forthis1 ſeek occaſions, court Abule, 
To ſhew my Parts, and ſignalize my Mule: 
Fond of a Quarrel, as young Bullics are 
To make their Mettle, and their Skill appear : 
{| . Anddidft thouthink I would a wrong acquir, 
, Thattouch'd my tender'ſt part of Honour, Wit ? 
s ; | No,. 
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No, Villain, may my Sins ne're pardon'd be 
By Heav'n it ſelf, if c'reI pardon thee. 
Members from breach of Privilege deter 
By threatning Tephamand a Mellenger: 
Serogg/ and the Brothers of the Coit oppoſe, 
0 


By torce and dint of Statutes, and the Laws : 

Strumpets of Billing ſpate redreſs their wrongs 

By the ſole noiſe, and toulnelſs of their Tongues : 

And] go always arm'd tor my defence, | 

To puniſh, and revenge an inſolence. 

I wear my Pen, as others do their Sword, 

To cach affronting Sor, I meet, the word 

Is Satisfation : firait to ThruſtsI go, 

And pointed Satyr runs him through and through. 
Perhaps thou hop'dſt that thy obſcuriry 

Should be thy fateguard, and ſecure thee tree. 

No, wretch, I mean from thence to fetch thee our, 

Like ſentenc'd Felons, to be drag'd about : 

Torn, mangled, and expos'd to ſcorn, and ſhame, 

I mean to hang, and Gibber up thy Name. 

If thou to live in Satyr ſo much thirſt, 

Enjoy thy wiſh, and Fame, till envy burſt, C 

Renown'd, as he, whom baniſh'd Ovid curſt : 

Or he, whom old Archilochus fo ſtung 

In Verſe, that hefor ſhame, and madneſs hung : 

Deathleſs in infamy, do thou fo live, 

Andletmy Rage, like his, to Halters drive. 

— Thou thoughtſt perhaps my Gall was ſpent and 

gone, 

My Venom drain'd, and Ia ſtinglefs Drone: 

Thou thoughtſt I had no Curſes left in ſtore ; 

But tothy ſorrow know, and find I've more, 


More 
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More, and more dreadful yet, able to ſcare, 
| Like Hell, and to Daggers, and Deſpair : 
> Such thou ſhalr feel, areftill relerv'd by me, 
+ To vex and force thee to thy Deſtiny : 
| dincethou haſt brav'd my vengeance thus prepare, 
/ And tremble from my Pen thy Doom to hear. 
Thou, who with ſpurious Nonſenſe durit pro- 
fanc 
' The genuine iſſue of a Poets Brain, 
” May't thou hereafter never deal in Verſe, 2 
7 But what hoarſe Bell-men in their Walks here 
+ Or Smithfield Audience ſung on Crickets hears: 
1. May'ſt thou print 7——, or ſome duller Aſs, 
| Jordan, or Him, that wrote Dutch Hudibrafs : 
#7 Or next vile Scribler of the Houſe, whoſe Play 
jj Will ſcarce for Candles, and their ſnuffing pay : 
* May youcach other Curſe; thy ſelf undone, 
177 And he the laughing-ſtock of all the Town. 
* May'ſt thou ne'reriſe to Hiſtory, but what : 


'# Poor Grubſtreet Peny Chroniclers relate, 
Memoirs of 7yburn, and the mourntul State 

7; Of Cut-purſesin Holborn Cavalcade, 
JW Till thou thy ſelf be the ſame ſubje&t made. 

I Compell'd by want, may'{t thou Print Popery, 
} For which be the Carrs Arſe, and Pillory, : 
/* Turnips, and rotten Eggs thy deſtiny. 

| Maul'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Cellier, 

} Tillthou daubd ore with loathſom filth, appear 
Like Brat of fome vile Drab in Privy tound, 
/ Which there has lain three months in Ordure 
| drownd. 


— 
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The Plagueot Poets, Rags, and Poverty, 

DebrsAVrits, Arreſts, and Serjeants light on thee : 

For others bound, may*ſt thou to Durance go, 

Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoo : 

. And may'ſt thounever from the Jail get free, 

| Tillchou ſwear out thy felt by Perjury : 

Forlorn, abandon(d, pitileſs, and poor, 

As a pawn'd Cully, ora mortgag'd Whore, 

' May ſt thou an Halter want for thy Redreſs, 

Forc'd toſteal Hemp to end thy milcries, 

And damn thy felt to balk the Hangmans Fees. 
And may nofaucy Fool have better Fate 


; That dares pull down the Vengeance of my 
Hate, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Eing to appear anew in the World, it may be ex- 

pedted, that I (hould ſay ſomething — 

theſe enſuing T rifles, which I [hall endeavour to do 

with as much briefneſs, as 1 did before what T laſt pub- 

liſhed in this kind. 

| I doubt not but the Reader will thiak me guilty of 

an high 7 age in adventaring upon a Tranſla- 

© - tion of The Art of Poetry, after two ſuch great 

: Hands as have gone before me in the ſame attemprs : 

| 1 need nat acquaint him, that I mean Ben Johnſon, 

and the Earl of Roſcommon, the pne being of ſo 

| eſtabliſÞd an Authority, that whatever he did is held 

© as Sacred, tbe other having lately performed it with 

© ſuch admirable ſucceſs, as almoſt cuts off al hope in 

= any after Pretenders of ever coming up to what he 

 hacone, Howbeit, when [ let him knew, that it was 

» aTask impoſed upon me, and not what I voluntarily 

' engaged in; I hope he will be the mare favourable in 

| his Cenſures. I would indeed very willingly have 

BB wav'd the undertaking upon the forementioned ac 

= count, and urged it as a reaſon for my declining the 

=  /ame, but it would not be allowed as ſufſitient to ex. 
| Caſe me therefrom, Wherefore, being prevailed up- 


on to make an Eſſay, I fell to thinting of ſome courſe, 
whereby I might ſerve my ſelf of the Advantages, 
which thoſe that went before we, have eirher not 

4 mir ded, 
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' miuded, or ſcrupulouſly abridged themſelves of. T his 
I ſoon imagined was to be effetted by putting Horace 
into a more modern dreſs, than hitherto he has ap- 
peared in, that us by making' him ſpeak, as if he 
were living, and writing now. I therefore reſolved to 
alter the Scene from Rome to London, aud to make 
vſe of Englith names of Men, Places, and Cuſtoms, 
where the Parallel weuld decently permit, which I 
conceived would give a kind of new Air to the Poem, 
and render it more agreeable to the relliſh of the pre. 
ſent Age. | 

With theſe Conſiderations I ſet upon the Work, and 
purſued it accordingly. 1 have not, I ackyowledg, 
been over-nice in keeping to the words of the Origi- 
nal, for that were to tranſgreſs a Rule therein con- 
tained. Nevertheleſs I bave been religiouſly ſtrift 
to its ſenſe, andexpreſSd it inas plain, and intelli- 
gible a manner,”as the Subjett would bear. Where 
{ may be thought to have waried from it (which is 
not above once or twie, aud in Paſſages not much 
material ) the sSkilful Reader will percetve "twas 
neceſſary for carrying on my propoſed deſign, and the 
Author himſelf, were he again alive, would ( IT be- 
lieve ) forgive me. 1 have been careful to avoid 
Stiffneſs, and made it my endeavoar to hit ( as near 
as I could) the eafie and familiar way of writing, 
which is peculiar to Horace in his Epiſtles, and 
was his proper Talent above any of mankind. Af- 
ter all, tw humbly Prov g to the judgment of 
the truly knowing, how I have acquitted my ſelf 
herein. Let the fuccefs be what it will, I ſhall not 
however wholly repent of my undertaking, being ( 

reckon ) 
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reckon ) in ſome meaſure recompenced for my pains by 
the advantage Thave reaped of fixing theſe admirable 
Rules of Senſe ſo well in my memory. 

The Satyr and Odes of the Author, which fol- 
low next in order, I have tranſlated after the ſame 
libertine way. Tn them alſo T labour'd under the 
diſadvantages of coming after other perſons. The 
Satyr- had been made into a Scene by Ben Johnſon, in 
a Play of his, called the Poctaſter. After 1 had 
finiſhed my imitation thereof, I came to learr, that 
it had been done likewiſe by Dr. Sprat, and ſince I 
have had the fight of it amongſt the Printed Trait: 
ſlations of Horace's Works. The Odes are there 
done too, but not ſo excellently well, as, to diſcou- 
rage any farther endeavours. If theſe of mine meet 
with good: entertainment in the world, I may per- 
haps Fad leiſure to attempt ſome other of them, 
which at preſent ſuffer as much from thetr Tranſla- 
ters, as the Pſalms. of David from Sternhold and 
Hopkios. DEW 

T he. two ſacred Odes 1 deſigned. not to hawe made 
publick.-wow, foraſmuch as they might ſeem unfit to 
appear. among Subjefts of this nature, and were in- 
tended to come forth: apart hereafter in company of 
others of their own kind, But, having ſuffer'd Co- 
pies of them to ſtraggle abroad in Manuſcript, and 
remembring the Fate of ſome other Pieces of mine, 
which have formerly ſtoln into the Preſs without my 
leave; or knowledg, and be expoſed to the world 
abominably falſe and uncorret ; to prevent the ſame 
misfortune likely enough to befal theſe, I have been - 

perſuaded "to yield my conſent to their Publiſhing 
| | 22 among(t + 
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amongſt the reſt. Nor is the Printing of ſuch Mifeete 
nies altogether ſo unprefidented, but that it thay be 
ſeen in the Editions of Dr. Donne, and Mr. Cowley's 
Works, whether done by their own appointment, or 
the ſole direftion of the Stationers, I am ot able to 
determine. | | 

As for the two Eſſays out of Greek, they were 
occaſioned by a report, that ſome perſons foun aul, | 
with the roughneſs of my Satyrs formerly publiſhed, 
tho, upon what ground they ſhould do it, T conld be 


. glad to be informed. Unleſs I am miſtaken, there 


are not many Lines but will endure the reading with- 
out ſhocking any Hearer, that is Hot tbo hice, and 
cenſorieus. T confeſs, I did not ſo much mind the Ca- 
dence, as the Senſe and expreſſiveneſs of my words, 
and therefore choſe not thoſe, which were beſt diſpoſed 
to placing themſelves in Rhyme, But rather the moſt 
keen, and tuant, as being the moſt ſutable to my Argu- 
ment. And certainly no one that pretends to diſtin- 
guiſh the. ſeveral Colours of Poetry, would expe 
that Juvenal, when he is laſhing of Vice and Villa. 
»y, ſhould flow ſo ſmoothly, as Bid , or Tibullus, 
when they are deſcribing Amours and Gallantties, and 
oy nothing to diſturb and ruffle the evenneſs of their 
tile. A 4 TE. 

Howbeit, to ſhew that the way I took, was out of 
choice, not want of judgment, and that my Genius 
7s not wholly uncapalle of performiig upon mare gay 
and agreeable Subjetts, if my humour incliutd me to 
exerciſe it, 1 have pitch'd upon theſe two, which 
the greateſt men of ſenſe have allowed to be ſome of the 
ſoft eſt and tendereſt of all Antiutty, Nay, if we 


q will 
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will beljeve Rapine,one of the Beſt Criticks which _ 
latter Ages have produced ; they have no other fault, 
than that they are too exylficty delicate for the Cha. 
rafter of Paſtoral which ſhould not ſeem too laboured, 
and whoſe chief beauty is an unafefted air of plainineſs 
and fimplicity. 
' That, which lamieats the Death of Adonis has Betn 
| attempted in Latine by ſeveral great Maſters, namely, 
Vulcaniys, Douza, and Monfſieut le Feyte. The laft 
| of them has done it dots weapons but left good part 
f the Poem toward the latter end untouch'd, perhaps 
| becauſe be thought it not ſo capable of Ornament, as 
the reſt. Him Ichiefly choſe to follow, as being moſt 
| agreeable to my = of tranſlating, and where I was at 
| a loſs for want of his guidance, I was content toſteer by 
| my own Fancy. 
| The Tranſlation of that upon Bjon was begun by 
another Hand, as far as the firſt fifteen Verſes, but 
who was the Author I could never yet learn. I have 
been told that they were done by the Earl of Roche- 
ſter ; but Tcould not well believe it, both becauſe he 
ſeldom medled with ſuch Subjets, and more eſpecially 
by reaſon of an uncorref line, or two to be found 
amongſt them, at their firſt coming to my haxds,which 
never us d to flow from his excellent Pen. Concervin 
it to be in the Original, a piece of as much Art, Grace, 
and Tenderneſs, as perhaps was ever offered to the 
Aſhes of a Poet, I thought fit to dedicate it to the 
memory of that incomparable Perſon, of whom nothing 
car be ſaid, or thought ſo choice and curious, which 
his Deſerts do not ſurmount. If it be thought mean 
to have borrowed the ſenſe of another to praiſe hin 
Fg 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


-in, yet at leaſt it argues at the ſame time a value an, 
reverence, that Tdurſt not think any thing of my oun 
goodenough for his Commendation. 


- 


T his is all, which Tjudg material to be ſaid of theſ; . 


following Reſveries. As for what others are to be 
found in the parcel, I reckon them not worth menti. 
_ oning in particular, but leave them wholly open and 

wnguarded to the mercy of the Reader ; let him mak: | 
* his Attaques how, and where he pleaſe. | 
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Advertiſement. 
; 37 |  viDÞ Ii 
"TW" HE Author of the following Pigces 
muſt be excuſed for their being hud. 
led out. lo confuſedly. They- are Prinzed | 
juſt as he finiſhed them off,and ſome things 
there are which he deligned notever toex- 
poſe, but was fain-to-do it,to keep the Pyefs 
at work, when it was once feta going.)If 
it be their Fateco periſh, and go the wayaf 
all mortal Rhimes, 'ris no great macrer in 
what method they have been placed, no 
more than whether Ode,Elegy, or Satyr have 
the honour of Wiping firſt. Bur it chey, and 
what he has formerly made Publick, be {o 
happy as to live,and come forth in an Ediri- 
on all rogether ; perhaps he may then think 
them worth the lorting in better Order, By 
that time belike he means to have ready a 
very Sparkiſh Dedication, if he can bur ger 
himſelf known to lome Great Man, that 
will 
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will give a good parcel of Gninnics for be- 


_Ing-hand{omly fAacter'd. Then likewiſe the 
Reader ( for his farther comfort ) may ex- 

e&t to ſee him appear. with all the Pomp 
and Trappings of an'Author ; his Head in 
the Front: very finely cut, together with 
the Year of his Age, Commendatory Ver- 
- ſes in abundance, and all the Hands of the 
Poets of the Quorum to confirm his Book, 
and pals it for Authentick. This at preſent 
is content to come abroad naked, Undedica. 
ted, and unprefaced, ' without one kind 
Word to ſhelter ic from Cenſure, and (6 
let the Criticks take it among(t chem, 
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The POET brings himſelf in, as diſconrfing with 4 
Dottor of the Univerſity upon the SubjetF enſuing; .» 


F all the Creatures in the world that bs; 
Beaſt, Fiſh, or Fowl, that go,or ſwim, or fly 
Throughout the Globe from London to Japan; 


The arranr'ſt Fool in my opinion's Man. 
What 2 (ſtraitF'm taken up ) a» Ant, a Fly; 
A tiny Mite, which we can hardly ſee 
B Without 


2 The Eighth S ATTR of 
Without a PerſpeAive, a filly Aſs, | 
Or freakiſh Ape 2 Dare you affirm, that theſe 
Have greater ſenſe than Man > Ay, queſtionleſs. 
Dotor, I find you're ſhock'd at this diſcourſe: 
Man is ( you cry ) Lord of the Univerſe 
For him was this fair frame of Nature made, 
And all the Creatures for his uſe, and aid : 
To him alone of all the living tind, 
Has bounteous Feawv'n the reas ning gift aſſign'd. 
True Sir, that Reaſon ever was his lot, 
Bur thencel argue Man the greater Sor. 

This idle talk, (ſay you ) and rambling ſtuff 
May paſs in Satyr, aud take well enough 
With Scept#tk Fools, who are gdiſpos'd to jeer 
At ſerious things : but you muſt make't appear 
By ſolid proof. Believe me, Sir, I'll do't: 
Take you the Desk, and let'sdifputeit out. 
Then by your fayour, tell me firſt of all, 


What tis, which you grayc Doors Wiſdom call > 


You 


Monfieur Boilcau, imitated. 
You anſwer : *7is an evenneſs of Soul, 


A ſteddy temper, which no cares controut, 

No paſſions ruffle, nor defires inflame, 

Still conſtant to its ſelf, and ſtill the ſame, 

That does in all its ſlow Reſolves advance, 

With graver ſteps, than Benchers, when they dance, 

Moſt true ; yet is not this, I dare maintain, 

Leſs us'd by any, than the Fool, call'd Man. - 
The wiſer Emmet, quoted juſt before, 

In Summer time ranges the Fallows orc 

With pains,and labour, to lay in his ſtore: 

But when the bluſt'ring North with ruffling blaſts 


Saddens the year, and Nature overcaſts ; 


The prudent InſeCt, hid in privacy, 


Enjoys the fruits of his paſt induſtry. 


No Ant of ſenſe wase're ſo awkard feen, 


To drudg -in Winter, loiter inthe Spring: 


Bur ſillier man, in his miftaken way, 


By Reaſon, his falſe guide, isled aſtray : 


4 The Eighth SATTR of 
Toſt by a thouſand guſts of -wavering doubt, 


His reſtles mind till rolls from thought to 
chought : 


In each reſolve unſteady, and unfixt, ; 

And when he oneday loaths, deſires the next. { 
Shall I, ſofam'd for many a tuant jeſt 

On wiving, now go take a jilt at laſt ? 

Shall 1 turn Husband, aud my ſtation chooſe, 


[ 
Amongſt the reverend Martyrs of the Nooſe ? [0 
No, there are fools enough beſides in Town, of 
To furniſh work fer Satyr, and Lampoon : | 


Few months before cried the unthinking Sor, 
Who quickly after, hamper'd in the knot, | 
Was quoted foran inſtance by the reſt, 


And bore his Fate, as tamely as the beſt, 


_ thought, that Heav'n from ſome miraculous 
ide, 


For him alone had drawa a faithful Bride. 


This is our image juſt: ſuch is that vain, 
That fooliſh, fickle, motly Creature, Man: 


Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 
More changing thana Weathercock, his Head 


Ne'r wakes with the ſame thoughts, he went to 
bed, 


Irkſome to all beſide, and ill ateaſe, « 
He neither others, nor himſelf can pleale : 
Each minute round his whirling humours run, 
Now he's a Trooper, and a Priett anon, 
Today in Buff, ro morraw in a Gown. 

Yer, pleas'd with idle whimſies of his brain, 
And putt with pride, this haughty thing would 

ain 

Be thought himſelf rhe only ſtay, and prop, 
That holds the mighty frame of Nature up ; 
The Skies and Stars his properties muſt ſeem, 
And turn-ſpit Angels tread the Spheres for him : 
Of all the Creatures he's the Lord ( he cries ) 
More abſolute, than the French King of his. 
And who is there ( ſay you ) that dares deny 


So own'd a truth? That may bs, Sir, dol. 
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But to omit the controverlic here, 


Whether, if met, the Paſſenger and Bear, 

This or the other ſtands in greater fear. 

Or if anActot Parliament ſhould paſs 

Thar all the 7r;/þ Wolves ſhould quit the place, 

They d ſtrait obey the Statutes high command, 

And ata minutes warning rid the Land : 

This boaſted Monarch of the world, that aws 

The Creatures here, and with his beck oives Laws; 

This titular King, who thus pretends tobe 

The Lord of all, how many Lords has he? 

The luſt of Money, and the luſt of Power, 

With Love, and Hate, and rwenty paſkons more, 

Hold him thcir ſlave, and chain him to the Oar. 
Scarce has ſoit ſleep in filenceclos'd his eyes, 

Pp! ( ſtraitfays Avatice ) tis time to riſe. 

Nor yet : one minute longer. 7p / (ſhe cries ) 

Th' Exchange, and Shopsare hardly open yct. 


No matter : Riſe ! But after a!l, for what 2 


Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 
D'ye ask? go, cut the Line, double the Cape, 


Traverſe from end to end the ſpacious deep : 
Search both the Indies, Bantam, and Japan : 
Fetch Sugars from Barbadoes, Wines from Spain. 


What needs all this? I've wealth enough in ſtore, 
I thank rhe Fates, nor care for adding more. 
Tou cannot have toomuch, this point to gain, 

Tou muſt no Crime, no Perjury refrain, 

Hunger you muſt endure, Hardſhip, aud Want, 
Amidlt full Barns keep an eternal Lent, 

Aud tho you've more than B—m has ſpent, 

Or C—n got, like ſtingy B—el ſave, 

And grudg your ſelf the charges of a Grave, 

And the ſmall Ranſom of a ſingle Groat, 

From Swortt, or Halter to redeem your Throat. 
And pray, why all this ſparing 2 Don't you know 2 
Only tenricha ſpendthrift Heir, or ſo: 

Who ſhall, when you are timely dead, and gone, 
With his gilt Coach, and Six amuſe the Town, 
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fn Keep bis gay brace of Punks, and vainſy give 


More for a uight, than you to fine for Shrieve. 
wh But you loſe time / the Wind, and Veſſel waits, 


1 j Quick, let's aboard! Hey for the Downs, and 
4 6 Streights. 


1} O T if all-powerful Money fail of charms : | 
To tempt the wretch, and puſh him on to harms : | 

With a ſtrong hand does fierce Ambition ſeize, 4 
And drag him forth from ſoft repoſe and caſe : 

k. Amidſt ten thouſand dangers fpurs him on, 

'Y With loſs of Bloud and Limbs to hunt renown, 

Who for reward of many a wound and maim, 

Is paid with nought bur wooden Legs, and Fame; 

And the poor comfort of a grinning Fate, : 


ED 


To ſtand recorded in the next Gazette. 


But hold ( cries one ) your paltry gibing wits 


Or hears benceforth to aim it more aright ; 

if this be any ; "tis a glorious fault, 

Which through al Ages has been ever thought 
7 he Hero $ virtue, and chief excellence ; 


BY : Prey 


Monfieur Boileau, mated. 
Pray, what was Alexander in your ſenſe ? 


A Fool belike. Yes, faith, Sir, much the fame : 

| Acrack-brain'd Huff, that ſet the world on flame ; 
A Lunatick broke looſe, who in his fit 

Fell foul on all, invaded all, he mer : 

Who, Lord of the whole Globe, yet not contear, 
Lack'd elbow-room, and ſeem'd too cloſely pent. 
What madneſs was't, that, born to a fair Throne, 
Where he might rule with Juſtice, and Renown, 
Like a wild Robber, he ſhould chooſe to roam, 

A pitied wretch, with neitker houſe, nor home, 
And hurling War, and Slaughter up and down, 
Through the wide world make his vaſt folly 


known ? | 
Happy tor ten good reaſons had ir been, 
If Macedon had had a Bedlam then : 

That there with Keepers under cloſe reſtraint 
He mighr have been from frantick miſchief pent. 
But that we mayn't in long digreſſions now 

Diſcourſe all Rginolds, and the Paſſhons through, 
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And ranging themin method ſtiff, and praye, 


Rhime on by Chapter, and by Paragraph; 
Let's.quit thepreſent Topick of diſpute, 


For More and Cudworth to enlarge about ; 


And take a view of man in his beſt light, Z 

Whercin he ſeems to moſt advantage ſer, 
'Tis he alone ( youlſay ) *tts happy he, 

That's fram'd by Nature for Society : 

He only dwells in Towns,is only ſeen 

With Manners and Civility toſhine ; | 

Does ouly Magiſtrates, and Rulers chooſe, ; 


And live ſecur d by Government, and Laws. 

'Tis granted, Sir; but yet withonr all theſe, | 
Without your boaſted Laws, and Policies, | 
Or fear of Judges, or of Juſtices ; | 


Who ever ſaw the Wolves, that he can ſay, 


Like more inhumane Us, fo bent on prey, 
Torobtheir fellow Wolves upon the way 2 
Who ever ſaw Church and Favnatick Bear, 


Like ſavage Mankind one another tear 2 


Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 

What 'Tyger e're, aſpiring to be great, 

In Plots and Factions did embroil the State 2 

Or when was't heard upon the Libian Plains, 

Where the ſtern Monarch of the Deſert reigns, 

ThatWhig and Tory Lions in wild jars 

Madly engag'd for choice of Shrievesand.May'rs 2 

The fierceſt Creatures, we in Nature find, 

Reſpect their figure ſtill in the ſame kind; 

Toothers rough, to thele they gentle be, 

And live from Noiſe, from Feuds, from ACtions free, 
No Eagle does upon his Peerage ſuc, 

And ſtrive ſome meaner Eagle to undo : 

No Fox was ere ſuborn'd by ſpite, or hire, 

Againſt his brother Fox his lite to ſwear: 

Nor any Hind, for Impotence at Rar, 

Did cre the Stag into the Arches put ; 

Wherea grave Dean the weighty Caſe might ſtate, 

What makes in Law a carnal Job complete : 

They tear no dreadful Q#o Warranto Writ, 


To ſhake their ancient privilege and rizht : 
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No Courts of Seſſions, or Aſſize are there, 


No Common-Pleas, K ings-Bench,' or Chancery-Bar : 
But happicr they, by Natures Charter free, 


Secure, and ſafe in mutual peace agree, 


\  Andknownoother Law, butEquiry. 


'Tis Man,'tis Man alone, that worſt of Brutes, 
Who firſt brought up the trade of cutting Throats, 
Did Honour firſt, that barbarous term, deviſe, 
Unknown to all the gentler Savages ; 

And, as 'twere not cnough thavefetch'd from Hell, 
Powder; and Guns, with all the arts to kill, 

Farther to plague the World, he muſt ingroſs 

Huge Codes, and bulky Pandetts of the Laws, 
With Doctors Gloſles to perplex the Caule, 
Wheredarken'd Equity is kept from light, 

Under vaſt Reams of non-ſenſe buried quite. 


Gently, good Sir ! (cry you) why all this rant ? 


Man has his freaks, and paſſions ; that we grant : 
He has his frailties, and blind fides ; who doubts 2 
Bat his keaft Virtues balance ail bis Faults. 


Fray, 
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Monſieur Boileau, imitate. Iz 
Pray, was it not this bold, this thinking Man, 


That meaſur d Heav'n, and taught the Stars to ſcan, 
Whoſe boundleſs wit, with ſoaring wings durſt fly, 
Beyond the flaming borders of the sky ; 

Turn d Nature o're, and with a piercing view 


Each cranny ſearch'd, and look'd her through and 
through : 


Which of the Brutes have Unzverſities 2 

When was it heard, that they ere took Degrees, 
Or were Profeſſors of the Faculties ? 

By Law,or Phyfick were they ever known 


To merit Velvet, or a Scarlet Gown ? 


No queſtionleſs ; nor did we ever read, 


Of Quacks with them, that were Licontiates 
made, 


By Patent to profeſs the poys'ning Trade: 
No Doctors in the Desk there hold diſpute 
About Black.pudding, while the wond'ring Rout 
Liſten to hear the knotty Truth made our : | 
NorVirtuoſo's teach deep myſteries | 


Of Arts tor pumping Air, and ſmothering Flies. 


Bu ' 
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But not tourge the matter farther-now, 


Nor ſearch it tothe-depth, what 'tis to know, 


And whether we know any thing or no. 


Anſwer me only this, What manis there 


In this vile thankleſs Age, wherein we are, 
Who does by Senfeand Learning value bear? 
Would thou get Honour, and a fair Eſtate, 

And have the looks and favours of the Great ? 
Cries an old Father to his blooming Son, 

Take the right courſe, be rul'd Ly me, "tis done. 
Leave monldy Authors to the reading Fools, 

The poring crowds in Colleges and Schools : 

How much is threeſcore Nobles > Twenty ad] 
Pell ſaid, my Son, the Anſwer's moſt profound : 
Go, thou know [t all that's requiſite to-know; 

What Wealth ou thee, what Honours haſte to flow | 
In theſe high Sciences thy ſelf employ, 

tiſtead of Plato, take thy Hodder, Boy. 

Learn there the art to audit an Account, 


7 o what the Kings Revenue does amount + 
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| 
Monſieur Boilcau, imitated. I5 


Fow much the Cuſtoms, and Exciſe bring in, 
And what the Managers each year purloin. 
Get a Caſe-harden'd Conſcience, Iriſh proof, 


2 HOI dal 


| Which nought of pity, ſenſe, or ſhame can move : 
* Turn Algerine, Barbarian, Turk, or Jew, 

Unjuſt, inhumane, treacherous, baſe, untrue ; 

Ne'r ſtick at wrong ; hang Widows ſighs and tears, 
The cant of Prieſts to frighten Uſurers : ' 
Boggle at nothing to encreaſe thy Store, 


os. —_— 
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| Nor Orphans ſpoils, nor plunder of the Poor : 

þ And ſcorning paltry rules of Honeſtly, | 
| By ſurer methods raiſe thy Fortune high, 

f Then ſhoals of Poets, Pedants, Orators, 

| Doftors, Divines, Aſtrologers, and Lawyers, 


Authors of every ſort, and every ſize, 
To thee their Works, aud Labours ſhall addreſs, 
With pompous Lines their Dedications fill, 
And learnedly in Greek and Latine te/ 

Lies toghy face, that thou baſt deep inſight, 
And art a mighty Judg:of what they write. 


JOn mult y Fathers waſte your fruitleſs hours, 


} 
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He that is rich, is every thing, that ts; 
Without one grain of W, iſdom he is wiſe, 
And knowing nought, knows all the Sciences : | 


He's witty, gallant, virtuous, Tenerous, ſtout, | 
Wel-born, well-bred, well-ſhap'd, well-dreſt, what not 2 
Lov'd by the Great, andcourted b y the Fair, 
For none that & re had Riches, found deſpair : 
Gold to the Ioathſom'ſt objeÞ gives a grace, 
And ſets it off, and makes ev'n Bovey pleaſe : 
But tatter d Poverty they all deſpiſe, 
Love ſtands aloof, aud from the Seare-crow flies. , 
Thus a ſtanch Miſer to his hopeful Brat 


FS or 


Chalks out the way that leads to an Eſtate ; 
Whoſe knowledg oft with utmoſt ſtretch of Brain 
No high'r than this vaſt ſecret can attain, | 
Five and four's nine, take two, and feveti remain, 


Go, Doctor, ater this, and rack your Brains, 


Unravel Scripture with induſtrious pains : 


Corract the Criticks, and Expoſitors : 


Out- 
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Our-vie great Sti/ing fleet in ſome vaſt Tome, - 


And there confound both Be/armine and Rome ; 
Or glean the Rabbies of their learned ſtore, 
To find what Father Simon has paſt o're : 
Then at the laſt ſome bulky piece compile, 
There lay out all your time; and pains, and skill 
And when 'tis done and finiſh'd for the Preſs, 
To ſome great namethe mighty Work addreſs: 
Who for a full reward of all yout toil, 
Shall pay you with a gracious nod or ſmile: 
Juſt recompence of life too yainly ſpent ! 
An empty Thank you Sir, and Complement. 

Burt, if to higher Honours you pretend, 
Take the advice and counſel of a Friend ; 
Hete quiethe Desk, and throw your Scarlet by, 
And to ſome gainful courſe your ſelf apply. 
Go, practiſe with ſome Banker how to cheat, 


There's choice in Town, enquire in Lombard ſtreet, 
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Let Scot and Ockam wrangle as they pleaſe, 


And thus in ſhort with me conclude the caſe, 


A Doctor is no better than an Aſs. 
A Dottor, Sir ? your ſelf: Pray have a care, 


This is to puſh your Raillery too far, 


But not to loſe the time in trifling thus, 


Beſide the point, come now more home and cloſe : 

That Man has Reaſon is beyond debate, 

Nor wil your ſelf, I think, deny me that : 

And was not this fair Pilot givn to ſteer, 

His tott'ring Bark through Life's rough Ocean here? 
All this I grant : But if in ſpite of it 

The Wretch on every Rock he ſees will ſplit, 

To what great purpoſe does his Reaſon ſerve, 


But ro miſguide his courſe,and make him ſwerve ? 


What bootsit Z7. when it fays, Give ore 
Thy fcribling itch, and play the fool nomore. 
It her vaincounſels, purpos'd to reclaim, 


Ony avail ro harden himin ſhame - 


Monfiear Boileau, imitated. 19 
 Lampoon'd, and hiſs'd, and damin'd the thouſandrh 
rime, 


Still he writes on, is obſtinate inRhime: 
His Verſe, which he does every whiere tecite, 
Pur all his Neighbors, and his Friends to flight : 
Scar'd by the rhiming Fiend, they haſt away, ' 
Nor will his very Groom be hir'd to ſtay. 

The Aſs, whom Nature Reaſon has deni'd, 
Content with InſtinCt for his ſurer guide, 


Still follows thar, and wiſelierdoes proceed : 
He ne'eraſpires with his harſh braying Note, 
The Songſters of the Wood to challenge our : 
Nor like this awkard ſmatterer in Arts, 
Sers up himſelf for a vain Aſs of parts; 

Of reaſon void, he ſees, and gains hisend, 
While Man, who does to that falſe light pretend, > 
Wildly gropes on, and in broad day is blind. 

By whimſieled hedoesall things by chance, 


And aGts in each againſt all common ſenſe. 


' 
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With every thing pleas'd, and diſpleas'd at once, 


He knows not what he ſeeks, nor what he ſhuns : 
Unable to diſtinguiſh good, or bad, 
For nothing he is gay, for nothing fad : 
A random loves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 
Enadts, repeals, makes, alters, docs, undoes. 

Did we, like him, c&'er ſee the Dog, or Bear, 
Chimera's of their own deviſing fear ? 
Frame needleſs doubts, and-for thoſe doubts forego 
The Joys which prompting Nature calls them to? 
And witls their Pleaſures awkardly atftrite, 
With ſcaring Fantoms pall rhe fweets of Life 2 
Tell me, grave Sir, did eycr Man ſee Beaſt 
So much below himſelf, and fenſe debas'd, 
To worſhip Man with ſuperſtitious Fear, 
And fondly to his Idol Temples rear ? 
Was he cer ſcen with Pray'rs, and Sacrifice 
Approach to him, as Ruler of the Skies, 


To bog tor Rain, or Sun-ſhine on his knees 2 


To TE OI en ger 
- os of S. 


'Þ 
- 
{1 


Monfieur -Boileauz imitated. 
No never: butathouſand times has Beaſt 


Seen Man, beneath the meaneſt Brute debay'd, 

Fall low to Wood, and Metal heretofore, * - 

And madly his own Workmanſhip adore: / 

In Egypt oft has feen the Sot bow down, 

And reycrence ſome deified Baboon : 

Has often ſcen him on the Banks of Nile 

Say Pray'rs to the Almighty Crocodile: 

And now each day in eyery ſtreet abroad 

Sees proſtrate Fools adore a breaden God. 
But why ( ſay you) theſe ſpiteful Inſtances 

Of Egypt, and its grofs Idolatries ? 

Of Rome, and hers as much ridiculous ? 

What are theſe lewd Buffooneries to us ? 

How gather you from ſuch wild proofs as theſe, 

That Man, a Dodtor is beneath an Aſs ? 

An 4ſ$! that heavy, ſlapid, lumpiſh Beaſt, 

T he Sport, and mocking-ſtock of all the reſp - 

Whom they all ſpurs, and whom they al deſpiſe, 

Whoſe very name all Satyr does comprize ? 


C 3 
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An Aſs, Sir? Yes: Pray what ſhould make us 
laugh? 


Now he unjuſtly is our eer.and ſcoff. 

But, if one-day he ſhould occaſion find 

Upon our Follics to expreſs his mind ; 

If Heav'n, as once of old, to check proud Man, 
By miracle ſhould give him Speech again 3 ; 


What would he fay, d'yc think, could he ſpeak 
out, 


Nay, Sir, betwixt us two, what would he not ? 


What would he fay, were he condemn'd to 


ſtand 
For one long hoursn Fleerſtreet, or the Strand, 
Tocaſt his eyes upon the motly throng, 
Thetwo-leg'd Herd,thar daily paſs along ; 
To ſee their odd Diſguiſes, Furs, and Gowns, 


Their Caſſocks, Cloaks, Lawn ſleeves, and Panta- 
| loons ? Fe? 


What would he fay to ſeea Velyet Quack 
Walk with the price of forty kill'd on's Back ; 


2 
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Or mounted on a Stage, and gaping loud, 


Commend his Drugs, and - Ratsbane to -the 
Crowd 2? 


What would he think, on a Lord Mayor's day, 
Should he the Pomp and Pageantry ſurvey 2 

Or view the Judges, and their folemn Train, 
March with grave decency to kill a Man? 
What would he think of us, ſhould he appear 
In Term amongſt the Crowds at Weſtminſter, 
And there the helliſh din, and Jargon hear, 


Where S. and his Pack with deep mouth d 
Notes 


Drown Billing ſgate, andall irs Oylter-Boars 2 


"There ſee the Judges, Sergeants, Barriſters, 


Attorneys, Counſcellors, Solicitors, 

Cricrs, and Clerks, and all the Savage Crew 
Which wretched man at his own charge undo ? 
It after proſpe&t of all this, the Aſs 

Should find the yoice he had in Eſop's days ; -. 


/ 


C4 Then 
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Then, Doctor, then, caſting his eyes around 


On human Fools, which every where abound. 


Content with Thiſtles, from all envy free, 
And ſhaking his grave head, no doubt he'd cry 


Good faith, Man is a Beaſt as much as we. 


THE THIRTEENTH 
OF | 


TUVENAL, 


Imitated. - 


Written in April, 1682. 
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ARGUMENT. 


| The POET comforts a Friend, that is overmuch 
| concerned for 5h lofs 0 £o. a conſiderable Sum of Me. 
wey, of which he has lately been cheated by a 
ſon, to whom he intruſted ihe ſame. This he thee 
by ſhewing, that notbing comes to paſs in the world 
, without Divine Proms and that wicked Mex 
| ( however they ſeem to eſcape its Puniſhment here 


POE 
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yet ſuffer abundantly in the torments of au evil 
NE —Eonſcience.” And by the way takes occaſion to 
aſh the Degeneracy, "and Villany of the preſent 


Times. 


PIE" Here is not one baſe Aft, which men 
"NF commit, | 


Bur carries this ill ſting along with it, | 
That to the Author it creates regret : 
And this is ſome Reyenge at leaſt, that he 
Can ner acquit himſelf of Villany. 
, Thoa Brib'd Judg and Jury ſct him free. 


All people, Sir, abhor ( as 'tis but juſt ) 


"Your faithleſs Friend, wo lately broke his Truſt, 


And curſe the treacherous Deed: But, thanks to 
Fate, 


That hasnot bleſs'd you with fo ſmall Eſtate, 
Bur that with patience you may bear the Croſs, 

And need not ſink under ſo mean a Loſs. ; 
Beſides your Caſe for leſs concern does call | 
Becaule 'ris what does uſually befal! : 


TFUYENAL, imitated. 
Ten thouſand ſuch might be alledg/d with caſc, 


Out of the common crowd of Inſtances. 

Then ceaſe for ſhame, immoderate regret, | 
And.don't your Manhood, and your ſenſe forget 
Tis womaniſh, and filly to lay torth | 
More coſt in Grief than a Misfortune's worth, 
Youſcarce can beara puny trifling ill, 

It goes ſo deep, pray Heay'n | it does not kill : 
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And all this trouble, :and this vain ado, . 
Becauſe a Friend ( forſooth) has prov'd uncrue. 
Shame o' your Beard | can this ſo much amaze? 
Were you not borh/in good King Femmy's days? 
And are not you at length yet wiſer grown,  - 
When threeſcore Winters on your head have ſnowns 
Almighty Wiſdom:gives in Holy Writ 
Wholſom Adviſe toall, that follow: ir : 
And thoſe, that will not.its grear Counſels hear,... ! 
May learn from meer experience how to bear : ..:-_ 
(Without vain ſtrugling ) Fortunes yoke; andhow: 
They ought her rudeſt ſhocks roundergo, 


p— 
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12 There's | 
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There's nova day fo ſolemn through the year, 


Not one red Letter in the Calendar, 


But we of ſome new Crime diſcover'd hear. 
Thefr, Murder, Treaſon, Perjury, what not ? 
Moneys by Cheating, Padding, Poiſoning gor. 


Noris it ſtrange; ſo few are now the Good, 


Thar fewer ſcarce were left at Noah's Flood : 
Should Sodom's Angel here in Fire deſcend, 
Our Nation wants tea Men tofave the Land, 
Fate has reſery'dus for the very Lecs 

Of Time, where Ill admits of no degrees: 
An Ageſo bad old Poets ne'r could frame, 
Nor find a Metal out to give't a name. 

This your Experience knows; and yer for all 
On faith of- God; and Man aloud you call, 
Louder than on Queen Beſs day the Rout 
For Antichriſt burnin Effie ſhout : 

Bur, tell me, Sir, tel] me, grey-headed Boy, 


Do you not know: what Leeh'ry menenjoy. - /- 
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In ftollen Goods 2 For Gods fake don't you ſee 

How they all laugh at your fimplicity, 

When gravely you forewarn of Peryury 2 

Preach up a God, and Hell, yain empty narhtes, 

Exploded now for idle thredbare ſhams, 

Devis'd by Prieſts, and'by none elſe beliey'd, 

Eeer ſince great Zobbs the World has undeceiv'd? 
This might have paſt with the plain ſimple Race 


Of our Forefathers in King Arthur's days : 

E re, mingling with corrupted forein Seed, 
Welearn'd their Vice, and ſpoil'd our native Breed, 
E're yet blefs'd 4/bion, high in ancient Fame, 

With her firſt Innocence reſign'd her Name. 

Fair dealing then, and downright Honeſty, 

And plighted Faith were good Security : 

No vaſt Ingroſsments tor Eſtates were made, 


Nor Deeds, large as the Lands, which they con- 
vey'd: | 


To bind a Truſt there lack'd no formal tics 
Ot Paper, Wax, and Seals, and Wirneſles, 


Nor ready Coin, but fteriing Promiſes : 
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Fach took the other's word, and that would go 


For currant then, and more than Oaths do now : 
None had recourſe to Chanc'ry for defence, 

' WherEyou forego your Right with lefs Expence : 
Nor traps were yet ſet up for Peryurers, 

That catch men by the Heads, and whip off Ears. 
Then Knave,and Villain, things unheard of were, 


Scarce in a Century did one appear, 
And he more gaz'd at than a Blazing-Star : 


If ayoung Stripling put not off his Hat 

In high reſpeCt to every Beard he met, 

Thoa Lord's Son, and Heir, 'twas held a crime, 

Thar ſcarcedeſery'd its Clergy in that time : 

So venerable then was four years odds, 

And grey old Heads were r2verenc'd as Gods, 
Now if a Friend once in an Ape prove juſt, 

If he miraculouſly keep his Truſt, 

And without force of Law deliver all 

That's Que, both Intereſt, and Principal ; 


FOUYVEN AL, imitated. ' 31; 
Prodigious wonder! fir for Stow to. tell, 


And ſtand recorded in the Chronicle; 

A thing leſs memorablo would require 

As great a Monument as Loxdov Fire. 

A man of Faith and Uprightneſsis grown 

* So ſtrange a Creature both in Court and Town, 

{ Thathe withElephants may well be ſhewn. 

| A Monſter, more uncommon than a Whale 

| At Bridge, the laſt great Comet, or the Hail, 
Than 7hames his double Tide, or ſhould he run 


* With Streams of Milk, or Bloud to Graveſend 
down, 


You're troubled that you've laſt five hundred 
pound 


3 By treacherous Fraud : another may be found, | 
3 Has loſta thouſand: and another yer, 

{ Double to thar; perhaps his whole Eſtate. 

$ Littledofolksthe heav'nly Powers mind, 

| Jt chey but ſcape the knowledge of Mankind : 
Obſerve, with how demure, and grave a look 


The Raſcal lays his hand upon the Book : 


32 The thirteenth S ATT R of 
Then with a praying Face, and lifted Eye 


Claps on his Lips, and Seals the Perury : 

If you perſiſt his Innocence to doubr, 

And boggle in Belief; he'l ſtrait rapout 

Oaths by the volley, eachoft which would make 


Pale Atheiſts ſtart, and trembling Bullies quake; 


And more than would a whole Ships Crew main- 
tain 


To the Eaſt-Indzes hence, and back again. 

As God ſpall pazdon me, Sir, I am free 

Of what you charge me with : let me ne'r ſee 

His Face in Heaven clſe : may theſe hands rot, 

Theſe eyes drop out ; if Ter had a Groat 

Of yours, or if they ever touch'd, or ſaw. 

Thus he'lrun on two hours in length, till he 

Spin outa curſe long as the Litany : 

Till Heay'n has ſcarce a Judgment left in ſtore 

For him to wiſh, deſerve, or ſuffer more. 
Theſe.are, who diſavow all Providence, | 


And think the world is only ſteer'd by chance : 


Make 


FOVENAL, imitated. 
Make God at beſt an idle looker on, 


A lazy Monarch lolling in his Throne : 
Who his Afairs does neither mind, or know, 
And leaves them all at random here below: 
And ſuch as every foot themſelves will damn, 
And Oaths no more than common Breath eſteem : 
No ſhame, nor loſs of Ears can frighten theſe, 
Were every Street a Grove of Pillories, 

Others there be, that own a God, and fear 
His Vengeance to enſue, and yet forſwear : 
Thus to himſelt, ſays one, Let Heaven decree 
What Doom ſoere, its pleaſure will, of me : | 
Strike me with Blindneſs, Palfies, Leprofies, 
Plagae, Pox, Conſumption, all the Maladies | | 
Of both the Spirtles ; ſo I get my Prize, 
And hold it ſure, P'll ſuffer theſe, and more; 
AII Plagues are light to that of being poor. 


There's not a begging Cripple in the ſtreets 
(Unleſs he with his Limbs has loft his Wits, 
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And is grown fit for Bedlam ) but no doubt, 


To have his Wealth would have the Rich man's Gout, 


Grant Heavens Vengeance heavy be ; what tho? 

The heavieſt things move ſlowlieſt ſtill we know : 

And, if it puniſh all, that guilry be, 

"Twill be an. Age before it come to me : 

God too is merciful, as well as juſt ; 

Therefore I'll rather his forgiveneſs truſt, 

Than live deſpis'd, and poor,as thus I muſt : 

Plltry, and hope, he's more a Geatleman 

Than for ſuch trivial things as theſe, to damn. 

Bejides, for the ſame Fadt weve often known 

One mount the Cart, another mount the Throne : 

And fouleſt Deeds, attended with ſucceſs, 

No longer are repated wickedneſs, 

Diſguisd with Virtues Livery,and Dreſs. 
With theſe weak Arguments they fortifie, 

And harden up themlelves in Villany: 

The Raſcal now dares call you to account, 


Anu in what Court you pleaſe, joyn ifſuc on't : 


TJOUVENATL, imitated. J5 
Next Term he'l bring the Action to be tri'd, 


And twenty Wirneſles to ſwear on's fide : 


| And, if that Juſtice to his Cauſe be found, 

Expetts a VerdiCt of five hundred pound. 

Thus he, who boldly dares the Guilt out-f ce, 

For innocent ſhall with the Rabble paſs : 

While you, with [mpudence, and ſham run down, 

Are only thought the Knave by all the Town. 
Mean time,poor you at Heav'n exclaim,and rail, 

Louder than I — at the Bar does Bawl : 

Is there a Pow'r above? and does he hear 2? 

And can he tamely Thunderbolts ferbear ? 

To what vain end do we with Pray'rs adore ? 

And on our bended knees his aid implore 2 

Where ts his Rule, if .no reſpedt be had, 

Of Innocence, or Guilt, of Good, or Bad ? 

And who henceferth will ay credit ſhow 

To what his lying Prieſts teach here below ? 

If this be Providence ; for ought I fee, 

Bleſs'd Saint, Vaninus ! 7 /ball follow thee : 
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Little's the odds 'twixt ſuch a Qod, and that, 


Which Atheiſt Lewis us'd to wear in s Hat. c 


Thus you blaſpheme, and rave: But pray, Sir, | 
try | 
What Comforts my weak Reaſon can apply, 


Who never yet read Plutarch, hardly ſaw, 
And am bur meanly vers in Seneca. 
In caſes dangerous and hare of cure | 


We have recourſe to Scarborough, or Lower : 


Butif they don't ſodeſperate appear, } 
We truſt to meaner Doctors skill, and care. | 

If there were neverin the world before 
So foul adecd; I'm dumb, not one word more: 


A God's namethenlet both your ſluces flow, 


And all th' extravagance of ſorrow ſhow ; 4 


And tear your Hair, and thump your mournful | 
Breaſt, ; 


As if your deareſt Firſt-born were deceas'd. \ 
'Tis granted that a greater Grief attends 
Departed Moneys than departed Friends : | 
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None ever counterfeits upon this ſcore, 


Nor need he do't: the thought of being poor 
Will ſerve alone to make the eyes run o're, 
Loſt Money's griev'd with true unfeigned Tears, 
* More true, than Sorrrow of expecting Heirs 
At their dead Father's Funerals, tho here 
The Back,and Hands no pompous Mourning wear. 
| Bur it the like Complaints be daily found 
f At Weſtminſ/ter,and in all Courts abound ; 


If Bonds, and Obligations can't prevail, 


But men deny their very Hand and Seal, 
Sign'd with the Armsof the whole Pedigree 
Of their dead Anceſtors to vouch the Lye, 

If Temple-t/alks, and Smithfield never fail 

Of plying Rogues, that ſer their Souls to ale 


To the firſt Paſſenger, that bidsa prixe, 


And make their livelihood of Perjuries ; 
For God's ſake why are you lo delicate, 


And think it hard to ſhare the common Fare 2 
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And why muſt you alone be Fav'rite thought 


Of Heav'n, and we for Reprebates caſt out ? 
The wrong you bear, is hardly worth regard, 

ſuch lefs your juſt reſentment, if compar'd 

Wirth greater out-rages to others done, 

Which daily happen, and alarm the Town : 

Compare the Villains who cut Throats for Bread, 

Or Houſcs fire, of late a gainful Trade, 

By which our Ciry was in Afhes laid : 

Compare rhe ſacrilegious Burglary, 

F-om which no place can Sanctuary be, 

Thar rifles Churches of Communion-Plarc, 

Which good King Edward's days did dedicate : 

Think, who durſt ſteal S. 4/bax's Font of Braſs, 

Thar Chriſten'd half che Royal Scotifh Race : 7 

Who ſtole the Chalices ar Chicheſter, 


In which tacmſelyes receiv'd the day before : 


Or that bold caring hand,of-freſh-Renown, 
'V 


10, {corning common Booty, ſtole a Crown : 
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Compare too, it you pleaſe, the horrid Plor, 


With all the Perjuries to make it out, 
Or make it nothing, for thele laſt three years; 
Add to it Thinne's and Godfrey's Murderers : 
And if theſe ſeem but ſlight, and trivial things, 
Add thoſe, that have, and would have murderd 
Kings, | 
And yet how lirtle's this of Villany 
To what our Judges oft in one day try ? 
This to conyince you, do but travel cown, 
When the next Circuit comes, with Pemberton, 
Or any of the Twelve, and there but mind, 
How many Rogues there are of Humane kind, 
And let me hear you, when you're back again, 
Say, you are wrong'd,and, it you dare, complain. 
None wonder, who in E/ex Hundreds live, 
Oc Sheppy Iſland, to have Agues rite : 
Nor would youthink it much in 4frica, 


It you great Lips, and ſhort ſlat Noles ſaw: 


D 4 Becauſe 
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Becauſe 'ris ſo by Nature of each place ; 


And therefore there for no ſtrange things they paſs. 


In Lands, where Pigmies are, to ſee a Crane 

( As Kites do Chickens here ) ſweep up a Man, 

In Armour clad, with us would make a ſhow, 

And ſerve for entertain ar Bartholmew : | 

Yet there ir goes for no great Prodigy, 

Where the whole Nation is but one foot high: 

Then why, fond Man, ſhould you ſo much admire, 

SinceKnave isof our Growth; and common here 2 
Bat muſt fach Perjury eſcape ( ſay you ) 

And ſhall it ever thus unpuniſhd go? 

Grant, he weredragg'd to Jail this very hour, 

To ſtarve, and rot ; ſuppoſe it in your Pow'r 

To rack, and torture him all kind of ways, 

To han o, or burn, or kill him, as you vleaſe . 

(And what would your Revenge it ſelf have more ?) 

Yet this, allthis would not your Caſh reſtore: 

And where would be the Comfort,w here the Good, 


It you could waſh your Hands in's reaking Bloud ? 


But, 
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But, Oh, Revenge more ſweet than Life / Tis true, 

So the unthinking ſay, and themad Crew 

Of he(tring Blades, who for ſlight cauſe, or none, 


At every turnare into Paſſion blown : 


Whom the leaſt Trifles with Revenge inſpire, 
And atcach ſpark, like Gun-powder, take fire: 
Theſe unprovok'd kill the next Man they meet, - 
For being ſolawcy, as to walk the Streer ; 
And at theſummons of each tiny Drab, 
Cry, Damme / Satufattion ! draw, and Stab. 

Not ſo of old, the mild good Socrates, 
( Who ſhew'd how high without the help of Grace, 
Well-cultivated Nature might be wrought ) 
He a more noble way of ſuffring taught, 
And, tho he Guiltleſs drank the poiſonous Doſe, 
Ne'er wiſh'd a drop to his accuſing Foes. 
Not fo our great good Martyr'd Xing of late 
( Could wehis bleſs'd Example imitate ) 
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Who, tho thegrear'ſt of mortal ſufferers, 


Yer kind to hisrebellious Murderers, 
Forgave, and bleſs'd them with his dying Pray'rs. 
Thus, we by ſound Divinity, and Senſe 
May purge our minds, and weed all Errors thence: 
Theſe lead us into right, nor ſhall we need 
Other than them chrough Lite to be our Guide. 
Revenge is but a Frailty,incident 
To craz'd, and ſickly minds, the poor Content 
Of little Souls, unable to ſurmount 
An Injury, too weak to bear Afront : 
And this you may infer, becauſe we find, 
"Tis moſt in poor unthinking Woman-kind, 
Who wreak their tccbleſpite on all they can, 
Andare more kin to Brute than braver Man. 
But why ſhould you imagine, Sir, that rhoſe 
Eſcapeunpuniſh'd, who {till feel the Throes 
And Pangs of a rack'd Soul, and ( which is worſe 


Than all the Pains, which can the Body curſe ) 


The ſecret gnawings of unſcen Remortſe 2 


| 
| 
| 
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Believe, rhey ſuffer greater Punifhmenc 


Than Rome's Inquiſitor's could Cre invent : 

Not all the Tortures, Racks, and Cruelrties, 
Which ancient Per{ccutors could devile, 

Nor all, that Fox his Bloudy Records tell, 


{| Canmatch what Bradſhaws, and Ravilliacs feel, 


Whoin their Breaſts carry about their Hell. 
I've read this ſtory, but F know nor where, 

Whether in, Zackwe/, or Beard's Theatre: 

A certain Spartan, whom a Friend, like yo, 

Fad truſted with a Hundred pound or two, 


Went to the Oracle to know if he 


With ſafety might the Sum in truſt deny. 
"Twas azſiver'd, No, that if hedurſt forſwear, 
He ſhould e'ce long for's knavery pay dear : 
Hence Fear, not Honeſty, made him refund ; 
Tet to his coſt the Sentence true he found : 
Himſelf, his Children, all his Family, 


Evn the remoteſt of his whele Pedigree, 


P 
. 
4 o © ver the 2 a0 pr Or I, Sa 4 £ 


PFeriſh'd ( as there'*tis told ) in miſery. 
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Now to apply : if ſuch be the fad end 


Of Perjury, tho but in Thought defigrr'd, 


Think, Sir, what Fate awaits your - treach'rous| | 
Friend, 


Who has not only thought, but done to you 

All this, and more; think, what he ſuffers now, 

Aud think, whatevery Villain ſuffers elſe, 

That dares, like him, be faithleſs, baſe, and falſe. 
Pale Horror, ghaſtly Fear, and black Deſpair 

Purſue his ſteps, and dog him whereſoe're 

He goes, and if from his loath'd ſelf he fly, 

To Herd, like wounded Deer, in eompany, 


Theſe ſtrait creepin and pale his mirth, and joy. 


The choiceſt Dainties, ey'n by Lumly dreſt, 
Afﬀeord no Reliſh to his ſickly Taſte, 

Infipid all, as Damecles his Feaſt. 

Ev'n Wine, the greateſt Bleſſing of Mankind, 
The beſt ſupport of the deje$ed.mind, 
Applicd to his dull ſpirits, warms no more 

\ Than to his Corps it could paſt Lifercſtore. 
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Dark- || 


} Calls tohisaid his frighted Family ; 
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Darkneſs he fears, nor dares he truſt his Bed 


Without a Candle watching by his ſide : 
And, if the wakeful Troubles ot his Breaſt 
To his toſs'd Limbs allow one moments Reſt, 


Straitways the groans of Ghoſts, and hideous 
Screams 


Of tortur'd Spirits haunt his frighttul Dreams: 
Strait there return to his tormented mind 

His perjur'd A, his injur'd God, and Friend: 
Strait he imagines you before his Eyes, 

Ghaſtly of ſhape, prodigious of ſ1ze. 

With glaring Eyes, cleft Foot, and monſtrous Tall, 
And bigger than the Giants at G#4/ hall, 

Stalking with horrid ſtrides acroſs the Room, 
And guards of Fiends todrag him to his Doom: 
Hereat he falls in dreadful Agonies, 


And _ cold Sweats his trembling Members 
CiZe : 


Then ſtarting wakes, and with a diſmal cry, 
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There owns the Crime, and vows upon his knees 


The ſacred Pledge next morning to releaſe, 


Theſe are the men, whom the leaſt Terrors 
daunt, 


Who atthe ſight of their own ſhadows faint 3 
Theſe, if ir chance to Lighten, arcagaſt, 
And quaketor fear, leſt every Flaſh ſhould blaſt : 
Theſe ſwoon away at the firſt Thunder-clap, 
As if 'twere not, what uſually does hap, 
The caſual cracking of a Cloud, bur ſent 
By Angry Heaven for their Puniſhment : 
And, it unhurtthey {cape the Tempeſt now, 
Still dread the greater Vengeance to enſue: 
Theſe the leaſt Symproms of a Fever fright, 
Water high-colaur'dy want of reſt at night, 

| Ora diſorder'd Pulſe ſtrait makes them ſhrink, 
Andipreſently for fear they're ready fink 
Into their Graves : their,time (think they ) is come, 


And Hcav'n in judgment now has ſent their Doom, 
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Nor dare they, though in whiſper, watt a Prayer, 
Leſt it by chance: thould reach th' Almighty's car, 
And wake his ſleeping Vengeance, which before 
Solong has their impicties forbore. 


Theſe are the thoughts which,guilty Wretches 
haunt, 


Yet enter'd, they ſtill grow more impudent: 
After a Crime perhaps they now and then 

Feel pangs and ſtrugglingsot Remorſe within, 
Bur ſtraitrerurn to their old courle agen : 


They, who have once thrown Shame, and Conlſci- 
ence by, 


 Neerafter make a ſtop in Villany : 

* Hurried along, down the vaſt ſteepthey go, 

| And find, 'tis all a Precipice below. 

Ev'n this perfidious Friend of yours, no doubt 

| Will not with fingle wickedneſs give out ; 
Have patience buta while, you'l ſhortly fee 

His hand held up at Bar for Felony : 
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You'l ſee the ſentenc'd wretch for Puniſhmene 


To Scilly Iſles, or the Caribbes ſent ; 
Or { if I may his ſurer Fate divine ) 
Hung like Borosk3, for a Gibbet-Sign : 


Then may you glut Revenge, and feaſt your Eyes 
With the dear object of his Mileries : 

Andrhen at length convinc'd, with joy you'l find 
That the juſt. God is neither deaf, nor blind, 
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ODE. 


Grin: . 


L. 
| 'H wretched Iſrael! onee a bleſs'd, and _ 
; py State, 


The Darling of the Stars, arid Heavens Care, 
Then a!l the bord'cing world thy Vaſlals wer, 
And thou art once their Envy and their Fear, 


How ſoon art thou ( alas!) by the ſad turn of Fate 


E Become 


5©. David's Lamentation for 
Become abandon'd and forlorn ? 


How art thou now become their Pity, andtheir 
ſcorn? 


Thy Luſtre all is vaniſh'd, allthy Glory fled, 
Thy Surhimſelf fer in a bloud red, 
Too ſure Prognoſtick ! which does ill portend 
Approaching Storms on thy unhappy Land, 


Left naked, and defenceleſs now to cach invading 
Hand. 


A fatal Battel, lately fought, 
Has all theſe Mis'ries, and Misfortunes brought, 
Has thy quick Ruine, and DeſtruMion wrought : 
There fell we by a mighty Overthrow 
A Prey to an enragd, relentleſs Foe, 
The toil and labour of their wearied Cruelty, 
Till they no more could kill, and we no longer die : 


Vaſt ſlaughter all around th' enlarged Mountain 
ſwells, 


And numerous Deaths.increaſe its former Hills. 


the Death of Saul and Joriathan. "ys 


II. 


In Gath let not the mournſul News be known, 
Nor publiſh'd in the ſtreets of As/alon ;; 

May Fame it ſelf be quite ſtruck dumb! 
Oh may it never to Philitia come; 

Nor any live to bear the curſed Tidings home ! 
Leſt the proud Enemies new Trophies raiſe, 
And loudly ttiumpliirt our frefh Diſgrace : 

No captive ſrae/ite their pompous Joy adorn, 
Ner in fad Bondage his loſt Country mourn : 
No Spoilsof ours be in their Temples hung, 

No Hymns to A/bdod's Idol ſung, 
Nor thankful Sacrifice on his glad Altars burn, 


Kind Heay'n forbid ! leſt rhe baſe Heathen Slaves 
blaſpheme 


Thy ſacred and unutrerableNami, 
Aud aboverhine extol their Dagon's Fame, 
Leſt the vile Fiſs's W#lhip ſpread abroad, 
Who fell a proſtrate Victim once before our con- 
quring God : 


And. 
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And you, who the greatDeeds of Kings and King. 
doms write, 


Whoalltheir Actions to ſucceeding Age tranſmit, 
Conceal the bluſhing Story, ah! conceal- | 


Our Nations loſs, and our dread Monarch's 
fall: 


Conceal the Journal of this bloudy Day, 


When both by the ill Play of Fate were thrown 
away: 


Nor let our wretched Infamy, and Fortune's *' 
Crime | q 
Be ever mention'd in the Regiſters of future Time. 


: 


| 
18, | 
| 


For ever, G31boa, be curs'd thy hated Name, 
Th' eternal Monument of our Diſgrace, and ſhame! |: 
For ever curſs'd be that unhappy Scene, | | 


Where Slaughter, Bloud, and Death did lately 4 
| | % 
L 


rewn | 


No Clouds henceforth above thy barren top ap- | 
pCar. 


Butwhat may make thee mourning wear : 


Let 


4 
i 
T 
» 
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Let them ne're ſhake their dewy Fleeces there, 


But only once a year 
On the ſad Anniverſe drop a remembring Tear : 
No Flocks of Off rings on thy Hills be known, 
Which may by Sacrifice our Guilt and thineattone 


No Sheep, nor any of the gentler kind hercatter 
{tay 


On thee, but Bears, and Wolves, and Bzaſts 
of prey, 


Or men more ſavage, wild, and fierce than they ; 
A Defart may'ſt thou prove, and lonely waſt, 
Like that, our ſinful, ſtubborn Fathers paſt, 


Where they the Penance trod for all, they there 
tranſgrels'd : 


Too dearly waſt thou drench'd with precious 
Bloud 


Ot many a Jewiſh Worthy, ſpilt of late, 
Who ſufter'd there by an ignoble Fate, 
And purchas'd foul Diſhonour at too higha rate : 


Great Saul's ran there amongſt the common 
Flood, 


His Royal ſelf mixt with the baſer Crow : : 
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He,whom Heay'ns high and open ſuffrage choſe, 


The Bulwark of our Nation to oppoſe 
The Pow'r and Malice of our Foes ; 
Ev'n He, on whom the Sacred Oyl was ſhed, 
Whoſe myſtick dropsenlarg'd his hallow'd Head, 
Lics now ( oh Fate, impartial ſtill to Kings! ) 


Huddled,and undiſtinguiſk'd in the heap of meaner 
Things. 


IV. 


Lo! there the mighty Warriour hes, 
With all his Lawrels, all his Victories, 


To ravenous Fowls, or worſe, to his proud Foes, a 
Prize: | 


How chang'd from that great Sau/! whoſe gence: 
_ rous Aid, | 


Aconqu'ring Army to diſtreſſed Fabeſþ led, 
At whoſe approach Ammon's proud Tyrant fled : 


How chang'd from that great Sau! / whom wc 
ſaw bring 


From vanquiſh'd Amalck their captive Spoils, and 
' King; DE | 


When 
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When unbid Pity made him Agag ſpare; 


Ah Pity ! more can Cruelty found guilty there : 
Oft has he made theſe conquer'd Enemies bow, 
By whom himſel£ lies conquer'd now : 
Art Micmaſh his great Might they felt, and knew, 
The fame they felt at Dammis too: 
WellI remember, when from Helah's Plain 
Hecame in triumph, met by a numerous Crowd, 


Who with glad ſhouts proclaim'd their Joy 
aloud; 


A dance of beauteousVirgins led the ſolemn Train, 


And ſung, and praisd the man that had his thou- 
ſands ſlain. 


Seir, Moab, Zobah felt him, and where cer 
Hedid his glorious Standards bear, 

Ofticious Vict'ry follow'd in the rerc: 

Succeſs attended ſtill his brandifh'd Sword, 


And, like the Grave, the gluttonous Blade de-/ 
your : 


Slnghter upon its pointin triumph fate, 
And ſcatter'd Death, as quick, and wide as Fate. 
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Nor leſs in high Repute, and Worth was his oreat 
Son, 


Sole Heir of all his Valour, and Renown, 
Heir roo (if cruel Fate had ſuffer'd ) of his Throne : 


The matchleſs Jonathan 'twas, whom | loud. 
rongu'd Fame 


Amongſt her chieteſt Heroes joys to name, 

E'reſince the wond'rous Deeds of Sexeh done, 
Where he, himſelf an Hoſt, o'recame a War alone: 

The trembling Enemies fled, they try'd to fly, 

But fixd amazement ſtopt, and made them die. | 
Great Archer he ! ro whom our dreadful Skill me | 

owe, YG: es LY 
Dreaded by all,who /ſrae!'s warlike Proweſs know; | 
As many Shafts, as his full Quiver held, 
So many Fates he drew, ſo many kill'd : 


Quick, fm unerring they, as darted Eye-beams, 
eW, 


As if he gave 'em ſight, and ſwiftneſs £00. 


Death took her Aim from his, and by't her Arrows 
threw. ' 


VI. Both 
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VI. 
Both excellent they were, both equally all'd 
On Nature, and on Valour's ſide : 
Great $44l, who ſcorn'd a Rival in Renown, 
Yet envied notthe Fame of's greater Son, 
By him cadur'd to be ſurpaſs'dalone : 
| Hegallant Prince, did his whole Father ſhew, 
And faſt, as he could ſet, the well-writ Copies drew 
And bluſh'd, that Duty bid him not out-go: 
Together they did both the paths to Glory trace, 
Together hunted inthe noble Chace, 
Together finiſh'd their united Race : 
Thereonly did they prove unfortunate, 
Never till then unbleſs'd by Fate, 
Yet there they ceas'd not to be great ; 


Fapubihey met, and bray'd their chreaten'd 
a 


And 3 when Heay'n reyolted, Fortune durſt 
rebe 
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When publick ſafety, and their Countries care 


Requir'd their Aid, and call'd them to the toils of 
War; 


As Parent-Eagles, ſummon'd by their Infants cries 


Whom ſome rude hands would make a 


Prize, 
Haſte to Relief, and with their Wings out-fly their 
eyes; 
So ſwift did they their ſpeedy ſuccour bear, : 
90 {wift the bold Aggreſlors ſeize, 
So ſwift attack, ſo ſwift purſue the vanquiſh'd Þ| 
enemies: 
The vanquiſh'd enemies with all the wings of 
Fear 
Mov'd not fo quick as they, 
Scarce could their ſouls fly faſt enough 
away. | 
Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers met, 
Through, Fields with armed Troops, and pointed 
elts ſer, 


Nothing could tame their Rage, or quench their 
Generous Heat : 
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Like thoſe, they march'd undaunted, and like 
thoſe, 


Secure of Wounds, and all thatdurſt appoſe, 


So toReſiſters fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate 
Focs. 


VII. 


Mourn, wretched 17a, mourn thy Magarch's 
fall, 


And all thy plenteous ſtock of forrow call, 


T' attend his pompous Funeral : 
Mourn each, who in this loſs an int'reſt ſhares, 
Laviſh your Grief, exhauſt it all in Tears: 
You Hebrew Virgins too, 
Who once in lofty ſtrains did his glad Triumphs 
ſing, 


Bring all your Artful Notes, and skilful Meaſures 
| now, 


Each charming air of Breath, and ſtring, 


Bring all to grace the Obſcquies of your dead 
King, 


And —_ as then your Joy, let now your Sorrow 
OW. 


Saul, 
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+/+ © Saul, your great Saulis dead, 


Who you with Natures choiceſt Dainties fed, 
Who you with Natures gayeſt Wardrobe clad, 


By whom you all her Pride, and all her Pleaſures 
had : 


For you the precious Worm his Bowels ſpun, 

For youthe Zyrias Fiſh did Purple run, 

For you the bleſs'd Arabia's Spices grew, 

And Eaſtern Quarries harden'd Pearly dew ; | 
The Sun himſelf turn'd Labourer for you : 7 
For you he hatch'd his golden Births alone, 


Oy . 


Wherewith you were array'ed, whereby you him 
out-ſhone. 


All this and more you did to Sau/'s great Condut 
' .- OWe, 


All this you loſt in his unhappy overthrow. 
VIIL. ; 


Oh Death! how vaſt an{Harveſt haſt thou reap'd 
of late! _ 


Neyer before hadſt thou ſo great, 


AV 
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Ne'er drunk'ſt before ſodeep of Jewiſh Bloud, 


; Ne're ſince th' embattled Hoſts at Gibeab ſtood ; 


When three whole _ rook- up the work of 
Fate, po. 
, 7 "A 1 


When a large Tribe enter'd at once thy Bill, 
Ane threeſcore thouſand Vittims to thy Fury fell. 


Upon the fatal Mountains Head, 

Lo! how the mighty Chiets lie dead” i'A 
There my beloved Jonathan was lain, - 1! A 
The beſt of Princes, and the beſt of Men ;-!1 |.” 


Cold Death hangs on his Checks like an untimely 
Froſt 


On early Fruit, thereſits, and ſmiles a ſullen Boaſt, 


And yet looks-pale at the great i ſhe. bas 
ta cn. 


My Jonathan is dead! (oh dreadful'fſt word of F ame! 


Oh grief ! that I can ſpeak't, and not become the 
ſame!) 


He'sdead, and with him all our blooming Hopes | 
are gone, 


+. RIP <2 — 
pb 23s v Ss 


And many a wonder, which he muſt have done, 


And many a Conqueſt which he muſt have won. 


They're |, 


ſ 
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They're all tothe dark Grave, and Silence fled 
And never ri6w in ſtory ſhall be read, 
And never now ſhall rake their date, 


_ hence by the preventing hand of envions 
AE 


W . 4 


Ah worthy Prince! would I for thee had dicd! 
Ah, would T had thy fatal place ſupplied ! 
I'd thenrepaid a Life,which to thy gift I owe, 
Repaid a Crown, which Friendſhip taught rhee to 


forgo ; 
Both Debrs, I ne'er can cancel now : 
Oh,dearcc than my Soul ! if I can call it mine, 
For ſure we had the ſame, 'twas'very thine, 
Dearer than Light, or Life, or Fame, 


Or Crowns, or any thing, that I cah wiſh, or think, 
or name: 


Brother thou waſt, but waſt my Fricnd before, 


And that new Title then could add no more: 


the Death of 'Sanl and Jortathian. $ 
Mine more'than Bloud, — Natures ſelfcould 
make, 


ThanT, or Fame it ſelf can-ſpeak : 


Not yearning Mothers, when firſt, Throes they 
feel 


| Totheir young Babes in looks a ſofter Paſſion tl: 

Nor artleſs undiſſtmbling Maids expreſs 

In their laſt dying ſighs ſuch Tendernels : 

Not thy fair Siſter, whom ſtritt Duty bids me wear 

; Firſt in my Breſt, whom holy Vows make minc, - 
| Thoallche Virtues of a loyal Witc ſhe bare, | 
Could boaſt an Union ſo near, 
! Could boaſt aLoveſo firm, ſo laſting,ſo Divine. 
{ Sopurcisthat which we in Angels find | 
To Morrals here, in Heav'n to their own kind :;/ 


9o pure, but not more great muſt that bleſt Friend: 
ſhip prove 


| ( Could, ah, could I to that wiſh'd Place, and Thee 
\ remove ) 


& 
E 


Which ſhall for eyer joyn our mingled Souls above, 


v. 
# 
. 
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X. 
Ah wretched [ae!/ ah unhappy ſtate! 
Expos'd to all the Bolts of angry Fate! 

Expos'd to all thy Enemies revengetul hate ! 
Who is there left rheir tury to withſtand 2 


What Champions now to guard thy helpleſs 
Land? 


Whois there left in liſted Fields to head 
Thy valiant Youth, ahd lead them on to Vittory? 
Alas! thy valiant Youth are dead, 
And all thy braye Commanders too: 
Lo! how the Glut, and Riot of the Grave they lis, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Overthrow, 


To right their injur'd Ghoſts upon the barbarous 
Foe ! 


Reſt, ye bleſs'd ſhades, in eyerlaſting Peace, 


Whofell your Country's bloudy Sacrifice: 


For ever Sacred be your Mcmorics, 


And may c're long ſome dread Avenger riſc 


To wipe of Heav'ns and your Diſgrace : 


May / 
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May then theſe proud infulrting Foes 


Waſh off our ſtains of Honour with their Bloud, 


May they ten thouſand. told repay our loſs. 


For every Lite a Myriad, every Drop a Floud. 


AM 


Ariſtotle in Athenem, 


PARAPHRASP. 


I. 


Onour ! thou greateſt Bleſſing in the gift of 
Heaven, 


Whichonly art to its chicf Darlings given: 


Ghedply with Bldud and Dangers art thou 
{ought, 


Nor canft at any rate be over-bought. 
Thou, ſhining Honour, are the nobleſt chaſe 
Ot all the braver part-of Humane Race: 
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Thou oily art worth hivingfor below, * 
Andonly worth our dying tos. ' 

For thee, bright Goddeſs, for thy charming ſake, 

Does Greece ſuch wend'rous Actions underrakez 


For thee no Toils, nor Hardſhips ſhe forgoes, 
And Death amidſt ten thouſand ghaſtly Tecrors - 


WOoes. 
; So powertully doſt thou the mind inſpire, 
And kindleſt there ſo generous a fire, 
As makes thy zealous Votaries | 
All chings, but Thee deſpiſe ; 
Makes them thelove of Thee prefer , 
Before th' enchantments of bewitching Gold, 
Before th' embraces of a Parent's arms, 
Before ſofteale, and Love'senticing Charms, 
And all, that Men on Earth moſt vaJuable hold. 


IT. 


For Thee the Heay'n-born Hercules 
'' And Leda's faithful Twins, in Birth no leſs, 


F 2 
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So many mighty Labours underwent, 


And by thcir God-like Deeds proclaim'd their high 
Deſcent. 


By thee they Se" d the bleſs'd a 


The worthy Prize, for which in Glory's path they 
trode. 


By thee great 4jax, and the greater Son 
Of Peleus were exalted to Renown : 
Envied by the Immortals didthey go, 
Laden with triumph to the ſhades below. 
For thee, and thy dear fake 

Did the young Worthy of Atarns lately ſtake 
His Life in Battel to the chance of F ate, 3 
And bravely loſt, what he ſo boldly ſer : * 


Yet loſt he not his glorious aim, 


* 3 
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But by ſhort Death purchas'd eternal Fame : 
The grateful Muſes ſhall embalm his Memory, 
And never letitdie : 


They ſhall his great Exploits rehearſe, 


And conſecrate the Hero in immortal Verſe. 
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OD E. 


I. 


Reat Thou ! whom 'cis a Crime almoſt to 
darc to prailc, 


Whoſe firm eſtabliſh'd,and unſhaken Glories ſtand, 


And proudly their own Fame command, 


Above our pow'r to leflen or to raiſe, 


And. all, but the few Heirs of thy brave Geaius, 
and thy Bays ; 


Hail mighty Founder of our Stage ! tor ſg I dare 


Entitle thee, nor any modern Cenlurcs fear, 
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Nor care what thy unjuſt Detractors lay ; 


They lay perhaps,that others did Materials bring, 
That others did the firſt Foundations lay, 


But thou alone couldt finiſh the deſign, | 


Some bold Advent'rers might have been betorc, 
| Who durft the unknown world explore, 
By them it was ſuryey'd at diſtant view, 
And here andthere a Cape, and Line they drew, 
Which only ſery'd as hints, and marks to thee, 
Who waſt reſerv'd to make thetull Diſcovery: 
Art's Compals to thy painful ſearch we owe, 
Whereby thou wentſt fo far, and we may after go, 
| By that we may Wir S vaſt, and trackleſs Ocean try, 
Content no longer, as before, 
Dully to coaſt along the ſhore, 
But ſteer a courſe more unconfin'd, and free, 


Beyond the narrow bounds, that pent Antiquity. 


If. Never 


_ OE 


And glorious 'twas ( we grant ) but to begin,” 


All the fair Model,and the Workmanſhip was thine: 
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> Y. | 
Never till thee che Theater poſiels'd. 
A Prince with equal Pow'r, and Greatneſs blcſs'd, 
No Government, or Laws it had 
To ſtrengthenand eſtabliſh it, 
Till thy great hand the Scepter ſway'd, 
But groan'd under a wretched Anarchy of Wt : 
Unform'd, and yoid was then its Packe, 
Only ſome pre-exiſting Matter we 
Perhaps could ſee, 
That might foretel what was to be ; 
A rude, and undigeſted Lump it lay, 
Likethe old Cbaos,e're the birth of Light, and Day, 
Till thy brave Genius like a new Creator came, 
And undertogk the mighty Frame : 
No ſhuffled Atoms did the well-built work compoſe, 
It from no lucky hit of blund'ring Chance aroſe 
( As ſome of thisgreat Fabrick idly dream ) 
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But wiſe, all-ſecing Judgment did contrive, 


And knowing Art Its Graces give: 
No ſooner did thy Soul with aCtive Force and Fire 
The dull and heavy Maſs inſpire, 
But ſtrait throughout it let us ſee 
Proportion, Order, Harmony, 
And every part did to the whole agree, 
And ſtrait appear'd a beauteous new-made world of 


Poctry. | 


BI. 


Let dull, and ignorant Pretenders Arr condemn 
| ( Thoſe only Foes to Art, and Artto them ) 
The meer Fanaticks, and Enthuſiaſts in Poetry 
( For Schiſmaticks in that, ” in Religion be ) 
Who make' all Revelation, Trance; and Dream, 
Let them deſpiſe! her Laws, and think 
That Rules and Forms the ' Spirit ſtint 
Thine was no mad, unruly Frenzy of che brain, 


Which juſtl y might deſerve the Chain, 


"Twas 
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"Twas brisk, and mettled, but a manag' 'd Rage, 


Sprightly as vig'rous Youth, and cool as temp'rate 
Age: | 
Free, like thy Will, it didall Force diſdain, 


But ſuffer'd Reaſon's looſe, and eaſe rein, 

| By thatit ſuffer'd to be led, 

Which did not curb Poetick liberty, but guide : 
Fancy, that wild and haggard Faculty, 


/ Untam'd in moſl, and let at random fly, 
Was wiſely govern'd, and reclaim'd by thee, 
Reſtraint, and Diſcipline was made endure, 


And by thy calm, and milder Judgment brought ro 


lure ; ; 
Yet when 'twas at ſome nobler Quarry ſent, 


With bold, and tow'ring wings it upward went, 
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Not leſſen'd at the greateſt height, 


3 Not _ by the moſt giddy flights of dazling 
In it 
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Nature, and Art together met, and joyn'd, 
Made up the-CharaCter of thy great Mind. 
Thar like a bright and glorious Sphere, 
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Appear'd with numerous Stars embelliſh'd o're, 


And-much of Light to thee, and much of Influence 
bore, 


This was the ſtrong Intelligence, whoſe pow'r 

Turn'd it about, and did th' unerring motions ſteer: 
Concurring both like vital Seed, and Hear, 
The noble Births they joyntly did beger, 


And hard 'twas to be thought, o 


Which moſt of force to the great Generation 
brought : 


So mingling Elements compoſe our Bodies frame, 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air 


Alike their juſt Proportions ſhare, 


Each undiſtinguiſh'd {till remains the ſame, '$S 
Yet can't weſay that cither's here, or there, 


But all,we know not how,are ſcatter'd every where. * 


V. Sobcr 


Pe me ay. 
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V. | 
Sober,and-grave was ſtill the Garb thy Muſe pur on, 
No tawdry careleſs ſlattern Drels, 
Nor ſtarch'd, and formal with Aﬀectedneſs, 


Nor the caſt Mode, and Faſhion of the Court, and 
Town ; 


But ncat agreeable, and janty 'rwas, 
Well-fitred, it fate cloſe in every place, 

And all became with an uncommon Air, and Grace: 
Rich, coſtly and fubftancial was the ſtuff, 

Not barely ſmooth, nor yet too coarlly rough : 
No refuſe, ill-patch'd Shreds o'ch* Schools, 
The motly wear of read, and lcarned Fools, 


No French Commodity which now ſo much does 
take, 


And our own better ManufaCture ſpoil, 


Nor was it ought of forein Soil ; 


But Staple all, and all of E»g/i/h Growth, and 


Make : 
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What Flow'rs ſoe're of Art it had, were found 


No tinſel'd flight Embroideries. 


But all appear'd either the native Ground, 
Piece. 


VI. 
Plain Humour, ſhewn with her whole various 
Face, 
Not mask'd with any antick Dreſs, 


Nor ſcrew'd m forc'd, ridiculous Grimace 


( The gaping Rabbles dull delight, 
And more the Actor's than the Poet's Wir ) 
Such did ſhe enter on thy Stage, 
And ſuch was repreſented to the wond'ring Age: 
Well waſt thouskill'd, and rcad in humane kind, 
In every wild fantaſtick Paſſion of his mind, 
Did(t into all his hidden Inclinations dive, 
Whart each from Nature does reccive, 


Or Age, or Sex, or Quality, or Country give ; 


What 


Or twiſted, wrought, and interwoven with the 
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What Cuſtom too, that mighty Sorcereſs; ,' | 


Whoſe pow'rful Witchcraft does transform 

Enchanted Man to ſeveralmonſtrous Images; | 

Makes this an odd, and freakiſh Monky tuzn; 

And that agrave and ſolemn Als Appear; 
And all a thouſand beaſtly ſhapes of Folly wear: 

Whate're Caprice or Whimſie leads awry ,;- 

Perverted, and ſeduc'd Mortality, 

Or dees incline, and byals it ce 


From what's Diſcreet, and Wile, and Right, and 
Good, and Fir ; 


All in thy faithful Glaſs were ſo expreſs'd,  - 

As if they were RefleCtions of thy Breaſt, - _. . 

As it they had been ſtamp'd on thy owa mind, 
And thou the univerſal yaſt Idea of Mankind. 


VIE 


Never didſt thou with the ſame Diſh repeated cloy. 
Tho every Diſh, well.cook'd by thee, | 

Contain a plentiful Variety 

To all that could ſound reliſhing Palates be, 
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Each Repile with new Delicacies did-invite, 
 Courted the Taſte, and rais'd'the Apperite : 
Whate're freſh dainty Fops in ſeafon were 
To garniſh, and ſerour thy Bill of fare : 
( Thoſe nevettound to fail throughout the year, | 
: Forſeldom that ill-:natur'd Planet rules, | 
Thatplagues a Poet with a dearth of Fools) 
What thy ſtrift Obſervation ere ſurvey'd, 


From the fine, luſcious Spark of high, and courtly ® 
Breed. f 


Down to the dull, inſipid Cit, 
Made thy pleas'd Audience entertainment fit, 
Sery'd up withall the grateful Poignances of Wit. 


VIII. 


Moſt Plays are writ like Almanacks of late, 
And ſerve one only year, one only State ; 


Another makes them ulcleſs, ſtale, and outof date; | 1 


But thine were wiſely calculated fir 


For each Meridian, every Clime of Wit, 


ou the Works of Ben.' Johnſon. 
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For all ſucceeding time; andafter-ape, #7 


Abd/afl Mankindinviohe tliy vaſt Audierice fir, . 


And the whole world be juſtly made thy Stage : 
Still they ſhall raking be, and ever new, 
| Still kept in vogue in ſpire ofall the damning Crew; 
Till the laſt Scene of this great Thearre, 
Clos'd, and hur down, 
| The numerous Actors all retire, 
yp And the grand Play of humaneLife be done. | 


"" 
'P Beſheew thoſe envious Tongues, who ſeck to, blaſt 
; thy Bays, 


Who Spots in thy bright Fame would find, or 


raife; | 


And fay, it only ſhines with borrow'd Rays; 
Rich inthy ſelf, tro whoſe unbounded ſtore 


Exhauſted Nature could youchſafe no more, 


Thou could'ſt alone the Empire of the Stage main- 
| 3 tain, 


p Could'ſt all its Grandeur, and its Port fuſtain, 


Nor 


8 , UpontheWorks of Ben. Johnſon, 
Nor needed(t others Subſidics topay, 


Necdedſtno Tax on forein, or thy native Country | y 

lay, 8 

To bear the charges of thy purchas'd Fame, 
But thy own Stock couldraiſe the ſame, 


Thy ſole Revenue all the vaſt Expence defray: 


Yet like ſome mighty Conquerour i in Poctry, d ; 
Deſign'd by Fate of choice to be | 
Founder of its new univerſal Monarchy, 
Boldly thou didſt the learned World invade, | 
Whilſt all around thy pow'rtul Genius ſway'd, 


Soon vanquiſh'd Rome, and Greece were made E] 
ſubmit, | þ - 


Both were thy humble Tributaries made, \ 
Andthou return'dſt in Triumph with their captive | 


ou 
—” | 


Unyuſt, and more ill-natur'd thoſe, | 


. is PRE I * b, : - 
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» 


Thy ſpiretul, and malicious Foes, ( 


 Whoon thy happieſt Talent fix a | ye, 


And wi Slownelſs, w hich Was Care, ny” Indu- 'b 
ry x 
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Let me( with Pride fo to be guilty thought ) 


Share all thy wiſh'd Reproach, and ſhare th 
ſhame, 


If Diligence be deem'd a fault, 

If to be faultleſs muſt deſerve their Blame - 

Judg of rhy ſelf alone ( for none there were, 

Could be fo juſt, or could be ſo ſevere ) 

Thou thy own Works didlt ſtrictly try 

By known and unconteſted Rules of Poetry, 

And gav'ſt thy Sentence ſtill imparrially : 

Wirh rigour thou arraign'dſt each guilty Line, 


And ſpar'dſt no criminal Senſe, becauſe *twas 
thine : 


Unbrib'd with Favour, Love, or Self-coticcit, 
(For never, or too ſeldom we, 
Objects too near us, our own Blcmiſhes can ſee ) 
Thou didſt no ſmall'ſt Delinquencies acquir, 
Burſaw'ſt them to CorreCtion all ſubmit, 


Saw {t -execution done on all convicted Crimes of 
Wit, 


— 
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XI. 

- Some curious Painter, taught by Artto dare 
( For they with Poets in that Title ſhare ) 
When he would undertake a glorious Frame 
Of laſting Worth, and fadeleſs as his Fame; 
Long he contrives, and weighs the bold Deſign, 
Long holds his deubting hand cre he begin, 

And juſtly then proportions every ſtroke, and line, 

And oft he brings it toreview. 
And oft he does deface,and daſhes oft anew, 
And mixes Oils to make the flitting Colours dure, 


To keep 'em from the tarniſh of injurious Time 
ſecure; 


| 

| Finiſh'd at length inall that Carc, and Skill cando 
|| Fhe matchleſs Piece is ſet to publick View, 

| And all ſfurpriz'd about it wond'ring ſtand, 
And tho no name be found below, 
| | Yet ſtrait diſcernth' unimitable hand, 


And {trait they ery *tis 7it:an, or 'tis Angels: . 
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So thy brave Soul, that ſcorn'd all cheap, and caſie 
Ways, 


And trod nocommon road to Prailc, 


Would not with raſh, and ſpeedy Negligence pro- 


cced, 
( For who e're ſaw Perfe&ion grow in haſte? 
Or that ſoon done, which muſt for eyer laſt 2) 
Bur gently did advance with wary heed, 
And ſhew'd that maſtery is moſt in juſtneſs read : 
Noughr ever iſſued from thy teeming Breaſt, 


But what had gone full time, could write exactly 
beſt, 


And ſtand rhe ſharpeſt Cenfſure, and defic the ri- 
gid'lt Tell, 


XII. 
"Twas thus th' Almighty Poet ( if we date 
Our weak, and meaner ACts with his compare ) 
When he the Worlds fair Poemdid of ald deſign, 


That Work, which now muſt boaſt no longer date 
than thine ; 


= 
be 


34 . Vpon the Works of Ben. Johnſon. 
Tho'rwas in him alike to will, and do, 


Tho the ſame Word that ſpoke, could make it 
to0, v9 


Yer would he not ſuch quick, and haſty methods 
ule, 


Nor did an inſtant (which ir-might ) the preat effect 
produce, 


- But when th' All-wiſe himſelf in Council fate, 
Vouchſafd ro think and be deliberate, 


When Heaven conſider'd, and th' Erernal Wir, and 
ſenle, 


Seem'd to take time, and care, and pains, 
It ſhew'd that ſome uncommon Birth, 
That ſomething worthy of aGod was coming forth; 


Nought uncorre& there was, nought faulty 
there, 


No point amiſs did in the large voluminous Piece 
appear, 


And -when the glorious Author all ſurvey'd, 
Survcy'd whate're his mighty Labours made, 
Well-pleas'd he was to find 


Allanſwer'd the grear Model, and Idea ofhis Mind 


Pleas 
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Pleas'd at himſelf He in high wonder ſtood, 


And much his Power, and much his Wiſdom did 
applaud, | 


Toſcc how all was perfett, all tranſcendent Good, 


XIIT. 

Let meaner ſpirits ſtoop ro low precarious Fame, 
Content on groſs and coarſe Apptabiſe to live, 
And what the dull, and ſenſleſs Rabblec give, 
Thou did(t it ſtill with noble ſcorn contemn, 
Nor would'ſt that wretched Alms receive, 


The poor ſubſiſtence. of ſome bankrupt, ſordid 


name: 
Thine was noempty Vapour,rais'd beneath, 
And {orm'd of common Breath, 
The falſe, and fooliſh Fire, that's whisk'd about 


By popu'ar Air, and glares a while, and thea goes 
OUT; ; 


_ EROS UY . ; T 
But was a ſolid, whole, and perfe&t Globe of lizhe, 


That ſhone all oycr, was all ovcr brizhe, 


And dar'd all {ullying Clouds, ani fear'd no dark- 
ning night ; 


G } Like 


i, 
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Like the gay Monarch of the Stars and Sky, 


Who whereſoc're he does diſplay 
His ſovereign Luſtre, and majeſtick Ray, 


—> 


Strait allthe leſs, and petty Glories nigh 
Vaniſh, and ſhrink away. 


O'rewhelm'd, and ſwallow'd by the greater blaze 
of Day ; 


With ſuch a ſtrong,an awtuland victorious Beam 
Appear'd, and eyer ſhall appear, thy Fame, 


View'd, and ador'd by all th undoubted Race of 
Wir, 


Who only can endure to look on it. 
The reft o'recome with too much light, 


With too much brightneſs dazled, or extinguiſh'd 
___ quite: 


Reſtleſs, and uncontroul'd it now ſhall paſs 

As wide a courſe about the World as he, f 

And when his long-repeated Travels ceaſe | 
Begina new, and vaſter Race, 


And till tread round the endleſs Circle of Eternity. 


The 


THE NINTH 


O D E 


Of the Third Book of 


HORA C E 


—  w—_ 


A Dialogue bertwixt the Poet and Lydia. 


— —  — — — — 


Donec Gratus eram tibi, &c. 


If 


Hor. Hile you for me | alone had 
| Charms, 


And none more welcome fill'd your Arms, 
Proud with content, I flighted Crowns, 
And pitied Monarchs on their Thrones. 


G 4 


The ninth O D E of 


Il. 
Lyd. While you thoughe Lydza only fair, 


And lov'd no other Nymph bur her, 
1 ydia was happier in your Love, 


Than the bleſs'd Virgins arc aboye. 


II. 
Hor. Now Chloes charming Voice, and Art 
Have gain'd theconqueſt of my Heart: 
For whom, ye Fates, Id wiſh todic, 
If mine the Nymphs dear Life might buy. 


IV. 
Lyd. Thyrfis by me has done the ſame, 


The Youth burns me with mutual Flame : 
For whom a double Death I'd bear ; 


Would Fate my deareſt 7hyrfis ſpare. 


the third Book of Horace. 


V. 
Hor. But ſay, fair Nymph, it I once more 
Become your Captive as before ? 
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Say,I throw oft my Chlces chain, 
? And take you to my Breaſt again ? 


VI. 
Lyd. Why then, tho he more bright appear, 


< More conſtantthan a fixed Star; 
Tho you than Wind more fickle be, 
And rougher than the ſtormy Sea. 

By Heav'n, and all its Pow'rs I yow 


I'd gladly live, and die with you. 


UPON A 


LADY, 


Iho by overturning of a. Coach, had 1 
her Coats inf flung up, and what ; 


was under ſhewn to the View of the 


Company. 


th. 


—— — 


Out of Poiture. 


I. 


| _ tis own'd, Iam your Slaye, 
This happy moment dates your Reign ; 
No forceof Humane Pow'r can ſave 


My captive Heart, that wears your chain : 


, Upon a L ADT, &c. 
But when my Conqueſt you defign'd ; 
- Pardon, bright Nymph, if I declare, 
It was unjuſt, and too ſevere, 
Thus to attack me from behind. 


H. 

A gainft rhe Charms,your Eyes impart, 
With care I had fecur'd my Heart ; 
On all the wonders of your Face 
Could fafely, and unwounded gaze: 
But now entirely toenthral 
My Breaſt, you have expos'd to view 


Another more reſiftleſs Foe, 


From which I had no puard at all. 


II. 
Ar firſt aſſault conſtrain'd to yield, 
My vanquiſh'd Heart reſign'd the Field, 


£3 My Freedom tothe Conquerour 


Mk 
«i 
+ Becamea prey that very hour : 


Y2 7pm a L ADT, &c. 
The ſubtle Traitor, who unſpied 


Had lurk'd till now in cloſe diſguile, 
Lay all his lite in ambuſh hid 


Aclaſt to kill meby ſurprize. 


IV. 
A ſudden Heat my Breaſt inſpir'd, 
The piercing Flame, like Lighr'ning, ſent 
From that new dawning Firmament 
Through every Vcin my Spirits fir'd ; 
My Heart, bctore averſe to Love, | 
No longer could a Rebel prove; 
When on the Grals you did diſplay 
Your radiant BuM to my ſurvey, 
And ſham the Luſtreof the Day, 


V. 
The Sun in Hcav'n, abaſh'd to ſce 
A thing more gay, more bright than He, 


Struck with diſgrace, as well he might, 


Thought to drive back the Stceds of Light : 


H15 
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Upon a L A D1,GQc. 


His Beams he now thought uſeleſs grown,  . 5: 


That better were by yours ſupplied, 
Bur having once ſeen your Back-fide, 


For ſhame he durſt not ſhew his own. 


VI. 
Forſaking every Wood, and Grove, 
TheSylvans raviſh'd at the fight, 
In preſſing Crowds abour you. ſtrove, 
Gazing, and loſtin wonder quite: 
Fond Zephyr ſeeing your rich ſtore 
Of Beauty, undeſcricd before, 
Enamour'd of each loyely Grace, 
Before his own dear Flora's face, 


Could not forbcar to kiſs the place. 


VII. 
The beaurcous Queen of Flow'rs, the Role, 
In bluſhes did her ſhame diſcloſe : 
Palc Lillies droop'd, and hung thcir heads, 


And ſhrunk for fear into their Beds : 


93 


84 Tpon a L AD T, &c. 
The amorous Narciſſus too, 


Reclaim'd of fond felf-love by you, 
His former vain deſire caſhier'd, 


And your fair Breech alone admir'd. 


VIII. 
When this bright Object greets our ſighr, 
All others loſe their Luſtre quite : 
Your Eyes that ſhoot ſuch pointed Rays, 
And all the Beauties of your Race, 
Like dwindling Stars, that fly away 
At the approach of brighter Day, 
No more regard, or value bear, 
But when its Glories diſappear. 


IX. 

Of ſome ill Qualities they tell, 
Which juſtly give me caule to fear ; 
But that, which molt begers deſpair, 


It has-no ſenſe of Love at all : 


Open a L A DT, &c. 
More hard than Adamant it is, 


They ſay, thatno Impreſſion takes, 
It has no Ears, nor any Eyes, 
And rarely, very rarety ſpeaks. 


X. 
Yet I muſt love't, and own my Flame, 
Which to the world I thus rehearſe, 


Throughout the ſpacious coaſts of Fame 
To ſtand recorded in my Verſe : 


No other ſubject, or deſign 
Henceforth ſhall be my Muſes Theme, 


But with yuſt Praiſes to proclaim 


The faireſt ARSE, that e're was ſen. 


Xl. 
In pity gentle Phz/s hide 
The dazling Beams of your Back-ſide; 
For ſhould they ſhine unclouded long, 


All humane kind would be undone. 


96 Upon a L A DT, &c. 
Not the bright Goddeſſes on high, 


That reign above the ſtarry Sky, 


Should they turn up to open view 
_ All their immorral Tails, can ſhew 


An Arſe-h— ſo divine as you. 
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(Jueris quot mihi baſtationes, &c. 


AY, Lesbia; never ask me this, 
How many Kiſles will ſuffice? 


x 
'3 


Faith, 'tis aqueſtion hard totell, 


Exceeding hatd ; for you as wel! 

Mas ask what ſums of Gold ſuthee 

The greedy Miler's boundleſs With : 

's Think what drops the Ocean lore, . 

4 With all the Sands, that make its Shore: 
Think what Spangles deck-the Skies, 


When Heaven looks withall its Eyes: 


H 


G8 Catullus Epigram 7. 


Or think how many Atoms came . 
To compole this mighty Frame : t | 
Let all theſe the Counters be, is 
To tell how oftI'm kiſs'd by thee: MI 


Till no malicious Spy can gueſs | : : 


To what vaſt height the Scores ariſe ; | 
Till weak Arithmetick grow ſcant, 
And numbersfor the reck'ning want: ; 6 
All theſe will hardly be enough 's 
For me ſtark ſtaring mad with Love. 


OV I D'S . Amours, 


\ IMIT ATED. 


—_— f__ 
— 


Book ILL Erecy IV. 


_———— eee es OC 


That he loves Women of all forts and fizes; 


_—_— — 


Non ego mendoſos auſim defendere mores, &c. 


Ot I, I neyervainly durlt pretend 


My Follies, and my Frailties to detend : 
I own my Faults, it it avail to own, 


While likea graceleſs Wretch I ſtil] goon: 
H 2 [ hate 


\ 
i 
| M 
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I hate my ſelf, but yet in ſpire of Fate 


. Am fain to be that loathed thing I hate : 
In vain I would ſhake off this load of Love, 


Too hard to bear, yetharderto remove: 


I want theſtrength my fierce Deſires to ſtem, 
Hurried away by the impetuous ſtream. 

"Tis not one Face alone ſubdues my Heart, | 

But each wears Charms, and every Eye a Dart : 
And whereſoe'reI caſt my Looks abroad, 

In every placeI find Temptations ſtrow'd, 

The modeſt killsme with her down-caſt Eyes, 
And Love his ambuſh lays in that diſguiſe. 

The Briskallures me with her gaity, 

And ſhews how Active ſhe in Bed will be: 

If Coy, likecloyſter'd Virgins, ſhe appears, 
She butdiſſcmbles; what ſhe moſt deſires : « 
If ſhe be vers'd in Arts, and deeply read, 


T long to get a Learned Maidenhead : 


Or it Untaught, and Ignorant ſhe be, 


She takes me then with her ſimplicity : 


E LEGHTES. IO! 
One likes my Verſes, and commends each Line, : 


And ſwears that Cowley's are bur dull ro mine: 


Her in mere Gratitude I muſt approve, 

For who, but would his kind Applauder love 2 
Another damns my Poetry, and me, 

And plays the Critick moſt judiciouſly.; 

And ſhe too fires my Heart, and ſhe too charms, | 
And I'm agog to haye her jn my arms. 
One with her ſoft and wanton Trip docs pleaſe, 


And prints in every ſtep, ſhe ſets, a Grace: 


Another walks with {lift ungainly tread ; 
But ſhe may learn more. pliantneſs abed, 


This ſweetly ſings ; her Voice does Love inſpire, 


© Andevery Breath kindles, and blows the fire : 

5 Who can ftorbear to kiſs rhoſe Lips, whoſe ſound, 

« The raviſh'd Ears does with ſuch ſoftneſs wound 2 

4 That ſweetly plays : and while her Fingers move, 
While o'ce the bounding Strings their touches\ 
: rove, | 


My Heart leaps too, and every Pulle beats Love: 


H 3 Whar 
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What Reaſonis ſo pow rful to withſtand 
The Magick force of that reſiſtleſs Hand ? 
Another Dances to a Miracle, 


And moycs her numerous Limbs with graccful 
' 


And ſhe, or elſe the Devil's in't, muſt charm, 
Artouch of her would bed-rid Hermits warm. 
If tall ; I gueſs what plenteous Game ſhe'l yield, 
Where Pleaſureranges o're fo wide a Ficld : 
If low ; ſhe's pretty: both alike invite, 

The Dwarf, and Giant both my wiſhes fir, 
Undreſs'd ; I think how killing ſhe'd appear, 
If arm'd with all Adyantages ſhe were : 
Richlyattir'd; ſhe's the gay Bait of Love, 
And knows with Art to ſet her Beauries off. 
T like the Fair, Tlike the Red-hair'd one, 

* AndI can find attraCtions in the Brown : 


. It curling Jet adorn her ſnawy Neck, 


The beautcous Leda is reported Black : 


There uacropt Beauty in its flow'r aſlails, 


In fine, whatever of the Sex are known 


E L EGIES. 
If curling Gold ; Awrora's painted © : 


All ſorts of Hiſtories my Love does know. 
[ like the Young withall her blooming Charms, 
And Age it ſelf is welcome to my Arms: 


Experience here, and riper ſenſe prevails. 


To ſtock this ſpacious and well-furnith'd Town; : 


Whatever any ſingle man can find 


Agrecable of all the num'rous kind : 


Ar all alike my haggard Love does fly, 


And cach is Game, and cach a Mils tor me. 


— — . 


—— — 


Boox Il, Ertzcy V. 


On ee | O+— — —_ 
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To his Miſtris that jilced him. 


i 


— — ——_L4 
——— 


Nullus amor tanti eſt : abeas phargtrate C upido,&c. 


N AY thenthe Devil take all Love! if I 
*: olt for its damn'd ſake muſt wiſh to die: 


; What can I wiſh for bur to die, when you. 
Dear faithleſs Thing, I find, could prove untrue 2 
Why am Icurs'd with Life? why am I fain 
For thee, falſe Jilr, to bear eternal Pain ? 
Tis not thy Letters, which thy Crimes reveal, 
Nor ſecret Preſents, which,thy Falſhood tell : 
Would God | my juſt ſuſpicions wanted cauſe, 
That they might prave leſs fatal ro my eaſe: 
Would God ! leſs colour for thy guilt there were, 


But that \ alas!) roo much of proof docs bear : 


Bleſs'd 


ELEGIES. og 
Bleſs'd he, who what he loves can juſtific, 2 


To whom his Miſtris can the Fat deny, 
And boldly give his Jealouſic the lye, B | 


\ Cruel the Man, and uncompaſſionate, 


And too indulgent to his own Regret, 

Who ſeeks to have her guilt too maniteſt, 

And with the murd'riag ſecret ſtabs his Reſt. 

I ſaw, when little you ſuſpeCted me, 

When fleep, you thought, gave opportunity, 
Your Crimes ſaw,and thele unhappy eyes 

Of all your hidden ſtealths were Witneſles : 

I ſaw in ſigns your mutual Wiſhes read, 

And Nodsthe meſlage of your Hearts convey'd : 
I ſaw the confcious Board, which writ all ore 


With ſcrawls of Wine, Love's myſtick Cypher 
bore : | 


Your Glances were not mute, but each bewray d, 
And with your Fingers Dialogues were made: _ 
I underſtood the Language our of hand, 

{ For what's too hard for Love to underſtand?) 


Full, 
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Full well I underſtood for what intent 


All this dumb Talk, and filent Hints were meant : 


And now the Gheſts were from the Table fled, 


| Andall the Company retir'd to bed. 
I ſaw you then with wanton Kiſles greet, 


Pa Doe Phe 


Your Tongues (I faw ) did in your Kiſſes meet : 


Not ſuch as Siſters to their Brothers give, 


But Lovers from their Miſtriſſes receive : 

Such as the God of War, and Paphian Queen 
Did in the height of their Embraces joyn. 
Patience, ye Gods ! (Tcried) what it T ſee 2 


Unfaithful ! why thu T reachery to me ? ,, 
Flow dare you let,another in my fight 

Iwoade my native Property, and Right 2? | 
. H{e-puſt not, ſhal wot do't : by Love I ſwear 

P11 ſeize the bold ufurping Raviſher : 

Tow axe my Free-bold, and the Fates deſign, 

T hat you ſhould-be unalienably mine : 

Theſe Favours all ta me impropriate are : 


Hom-comes auother then to treſpaſs here 2 


Cad! FOE 


' So on theBuſh theflaming Roſe does glow, 


_ Upon the ground ſhe caſt her jetty Eyes, : 
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This, and' mach more Tdaid, by Rage inſpir'd, 3 

While conſcious ſhame -het-Cheeks with Bluſhes - 
fir'd : | 

Such lovely ſtains the face of Heav'n adorn, 

When Light's firſt bluſhes paint the baſhful Morn: 


When mingled wich the Lillies neighb'ring Snow : 
"This, or ſome other Colour much like rheſe, 

The ſemblarice them of here Complexian was : 
And while her Looks that ſweet Diſorder wore 
Chance added Beauties undiſclos'd before : 


Her Eyes ſhot fiercer Darts in that Diſguiſe: 
Her Face a ſad and mournful Air expreſs'd, 
Her Face more lovely feem'd in ſadneſs dreſfs'd: 
Urg'd by Revenge, I hardly could forbear, 

Her braided Locks, and tender Cheeks to tear : 
YetI no ſooner had her Face ſuryey'd, 

But ſtrait the tempeſt of my Rage was laid: 


A look | 


108 ELEGIZS. 
A look of her did my Reſentments charm, 


*Alook of herdid all their Force diſarm: 


And I, that fierce outrageousthing e're-while, 


Grow calm as Infants, when in ſleep they ſmile: fl 


And now a Kiſsam humbly fain to crave, 
She ſmil'd, and ſtrait a throng of Kiſſes preſt, ' 


The worſt of which, ſhould Fove himſelf bu 
raſte, 


© The brandiſh'd: Thunder from his Hand would 
. wreſt: 


Well-pleas'd I was, and yet tormented too, 
For fear my envicd Rival felt them fo: 


Better they ſeem'd by far than I crc taught, 


And ſhe in themſhew'd ſomething new methought: 


Fond jealousI my ſelf the Pleaſure grutch, | 
And they dilpleas'd, becauſe they Pee roo | 


much : 


When in my mouth] ſelther darting Tongue, 


My wounded Thoughts it with ſuſ picion ſtung : 


ELEGIES. 
Nor isit this alone afflicts my mind, 


More reaſon tor complaint remains behind : 
[ grieve not only that ſhe:Kiſſes gave, 
Tho that affords me cauſe citongh to grieve : 


Such neyer could be taught her but in Bed, 
And Heay'n knows what Reward her Teacher had. 


P— — — ————— 


Bookx I. Ertcyr X. 


To a Friend, 
Acquainting him, that he is in Love with © 
twoat one time. 


AO 


_ 
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Tu mihi, tu certe ( memini ) Grecins, negabas, &c. 


= heard, my Friend, and heard it faid by you, 


No manart once could ever well love two : 
But I was much deceiv'd upon that ſcore, 
For ſingle I at once love one, and more: 


T'wo at one timercign joyntly- in my Breaſt, 


Both handſom are, both charming, both well- 
dreſs'd, 


«And hang me, if I know, which takes me beſt : 


RL EGIHS I*1- 
This Fairer is than that, and that than this, -' 


That more than this: and' this than that does pleaſe! 
Toſt, like a Ship, by diffrent guſtsof Love, 

Now to this Point, and now to that I move. 

Why, Love, why doft thou double thus my pains ? 
X Was'r not enough to bear one T'yrant's caains ? 

= Why, Goddeſs, do'ſt thou vainly laviſh more 


$ On one, that was top-full of Love before? 


© YetthusI'd rather love, than nor at all, 
May that ill Curſe my Enemies befal : 
May my worſt Foc be damn'd to love of none, 


Bedamn'd to Continence, and lic alone: 


I __ 


$ Let Loves alarms each nightdiſturb my Reſt, 
*Z And drowtſiefleep never approach my Breaſt, 
7 Or ſtrait-way thence be by new Pleaſure chas'd. 
5 Let Pleaſure in ſucceſſion keep my Senſe 

4 Ever awake, or ever ina Trance: 

Letme lic melting in my fair One's Arms, 


y Riot in Bliſs, and ſurfeit on her Charms: 


IT2 E LEGIES. | 
Let her undo me there without controul, -— 7 


Drain nature quite, ſuck out my very Soul : 
And, it by oneT can't enough be drawn, 

Give me another, clap more Leeches on. 

The Gods have made me of the ſporting kind, 
And for the Feat my Pliant Limbs deſign'd : 
What Nature has in Bulk to me denied, 

In Sinews, and in vigour is ſupplicd : 

And ſhould my Strength be wanting to Deſire, 
Pleaſure would add new Fewelto the Fire : 
Ofc in ſoft Battels have ſpent the Night, 
Yetroſc next Morning vig'rous for the Fight, 
Freſh as the Day, and active as che Light: 

No Maid, that ever under me took Pay, 

From my Embrace went unoblig'd away. 
Bleſs'd he, who in Loves ſervice yields his Breath, 
Grant me, ye Gods, ſo ſweet, fo wiſh'd a Death! 


In þloudy Fields let Souldicrs meet their Fate, 


To purchaſe dear-bought Honour ar the rate: 


ELEGIES. 
Let greedy Merchants truſt the faithlefs Main, 
And ſhipwrack Life and Soul for fordid gain : 


Dying, let me cxpire ingaſps of Luſt, 


Andina guſh of Joy give up the Ghoſt 
And ſome kind pityingFricnd ſhall ſay of me, - 
Sodid he live, and forleſerv'd to die. 


SE_ — 
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PARAPHRASD. 
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Fea eſt in coitu, & brevis voluptas, &c. 


"Tis all but naſtineſs at beſt ; 
"The homelieſt thing, that man cando, 


|| Hate Fruition, now 'tis paſt, 


'Beſides, 'tis ſhort, and fleeting too : 
Afquirtof ſlippery Delight, 

That with a moment takes its flight : 
A fulſom Bliſs, that ſoon does cloy, 
| Andymakes us loath Phat we enjoy, 
Then let us not too eager run, 


By Paſſion blindly hurried on, 
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A Fragment of Petronius. I15 


Like Beaſts, who nothing better know, 
Than whatmeer Luſt i incites them -to+r-—- —— 4 
| 2 For when in Flouds of Eove we're drench'd, WM 


Ys The Flames are by enjoyment quenc h'd: LP 
*> But thus, et'sthus rogerher lie, © ; | 


And kiſs out long Eternity : h Xt. Wi 
Here we dread noconſcious Spies, 
No bluſhes ſtain our guiltleſs Joys : 
Here no Faintneſs dulls Deſires, 


> | 
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And Pleaſure never flags, nor tires : 
This has pleas'd, and pleaſes now, 
And for Ages will do ſg: - \ 


Enjoyment here is never done, 


But freſh, and always bur begun. 


O D r 
ANAGR EON, 


PARAPHRASDP. 
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The CU P. 


Toy apYEDY roptvas, QC, 


Ake me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 


Large, as my capacious Soul, 


Vaſt, as my thirſt is ; letit have 
Depth cenoughto be my Grave; 


An ODE of Anacreon. 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 


For I intend to bury't there, 
Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 
Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 


Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars: 


% 


That Cup which Heaven deign'd a place: 
Nextthe Sun its greateſt Grace. 

Kind Cup! thar to the Stars did go, 
Tolight poor Drunkards hertbelow : 

Let mine be ſo, and give me light, 

That I may drink, and revel by't: 

Yet draw no ſhapes of Armour there, 

No Cask, nor Shield, nor Sword, nor Spear, 
Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of Troy, 
Nor any other r-artial Toy : 

For what do I vain Armour prize, 

Who mind not ſuch rough Exerciſe, 

Bur gentler Sieges, ſofter Wars, 

Fights, that cauſe na Wounds, er Scars ? 


I 3 


118 An ODE of Anacreon. 
I'll haveno Battels on my Plate, _ 
Leſt ſight of chem ſhould Brawls create, 
Leſt that provoke to Quarrels too, 
Which Wine it felf enough can do. 
Draw me no Conſtellations there, 

No Ram, nor Bull, nox Dog, nor Bear, 
Nor any of that monſtrous fry 

Of Animals, which ſtock the sky : 

For what are Stars tomy Deſign, 

Stars, which I, when drunk, out-ſhine, 
Our-ſhone by every dropof Wine 

] lack no Pole-Star on the Brink, 
To guide in the wide Sea of Drink, 
But would for ever there be tot ; 

| And wiſh no Haven, ſeek no Coaſt. 
Yet, Gentle Artiſt, if thou'letry 

Thy Skill, then draw me ( letmcſee ) 
Draw me firſt a ſpreading "ry 


Make its Arms the Bowl entwine, 


. 
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An O DE of Anacreon. 
With kind embraces, ſuch as [I 


Twiſt about my loving ſhe. 
Let its Boughs o're-ſpread above  - 
Scenes of Drinking, Scenes of Love: | 


Drayy nexy the Pgron bf tha Tree, * 

Draw Batchus and ſoſt Cupid by ; 

Draw them both in toping Shapes, 

Their Temples crown'd with cluſter'd Grapes : 


Make themlean againſt the Cup, 

As 'twere to keep their Figures up : 

And when their reeling Forms I view, 

ll think them drunk, and be ſo too : 
The Gods ſhall my examples be, 
The Gods, thus drunk in Effigy, 
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An Allvfion to 


MARTIAL 


— 


Book I. E 16. 118. 
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S oft, Sir 7 radewel, as we meet, 
/ \ 1 You' re ſure ro ask me in the ſtreet, 


When you ſhall ſend your Boy ro me, 
To ferch my Book of Poetry, 

And promiſe you' but read it O're, 
And faichfully the Loan reſtore: 

Bur let me ye as a Friend, 

You need not cake the pains ro ſend: 
'Tis a long way to whe | dwell, 
Ht farther end of C Harkenwel : 


An Alluſion to Marrtial. 
There in a Garret near the Sky, 


Above five pair of Stairs I lic. 

Burt, if you'd have, what you pretend, 
You may procure it nearer hand : . 
In Cornhil, where you offen go, 

Hard by th' Exchange, there is, you know, 
A Shop of Rhime, where you may ſee 

# The Poſts all clad in Poetry ; 

= There 77. 


The noted'ſt T 0K Y in the Town: 


lives of high renown, 


Where, if you pleaſe, . enquire for me, 


And he, or's Prentice, preſently 


From the next Shelt will reach you down 
The Piece well boynd far half a Crown; 
The Price is much too dear, you cry, Ne 


3 To give for both the Book, and me: 


Ke, | Yes doubtleſs, for ſuch Vanitics, 


158 
XZ We know,Sir, you are p00 too wiſe. 
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agg as Ion-my Bcd repoſing lay, 
And in fottfleep forpot the Toils of Day, 


My ſelf, my Cares, and Love, all charm'd to Reſt, 
And all the Tumults of my waking Breaſt, 
Quiet and calm, as was the ſilent Night, 
Whoſe ſtillneſs did to that bleſs'd fleep invite; 
I dreamt, and trait this viſionary Scene 


Did with Delight my Fancy entertain. 


I ſaw, methought, a lonely Privacy, 


\\ Remote alike from man's, and Heavens Eye, 


The DREAM. 
Girt with the covert of a ſhady Grove, 


Dark as my thoughts,and ſecret as my Love: 

Hard by a Stream did with that ſoftneſs creep, | | 
As *twere by its own murmurs huſht aſlcepA' , 
On its green Bank under a {| preading Tree, 

At once a pleaſant, and a ſhelr'ring Canopy, 

WF Therel, and there my dear Coſme/za fate, . 

7 Nor envied Monarchs in our ſafe Retgeat: 

So heretofore were the firſt Lovers laid 

On the ſame Turf of which themſelves were made. 
A while I did her charming Glories yiew, | 
Which to their former Conqueſts added new ; 

A while my wanton hand was pleas'd to rove 
Through all the hidden Labyrinths of Love;z < 
Ten thouſand Kiffes on her Lips Ifix'd, F 


= Which ſhe with interfering Kiſſes mix'd, 


& Eageras thoſe of Loversare in Death, 


When they give up their Souls too with the Breath. 
Love by theſe Freedoms firſt became mare bold, 


At length unruly, and too fierce to hold: 


a. The DREAM. 
See then( faid I) and pity, charming Fair, * 


Treld quickly, yield; I can no longer bear 

Th impatient Sallies of a Bliſs ſonear : 

Ton muſt, and you alone theſe torms appeaſe, 

And lay thoſe Spirits which your Charms could raiſe. 
Come, and in equal Flouds let's quench our Flame, 
Come let's and unawares I went to name 


The Thing, but ſtopr and bluſhrt methought in | 
Dream. ; 


- Ar firſt ſhe did the rude Addreſs diſown, 
And check.'d my Boldneſs with an angry Frown, 
Bur yielding Glances, and conſenting Eyes 
Prov'd the foft Traitors to her forc'd Diſguiſe ; 
And ſogn her looks, with anger rough e're while, 
Snak in the dimples of a calmer ſmile : 

Then with a ſigh into theſe words ſhe broke, 
And printed melting Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke : 
Tooſtrong, Philander, is thy pow'rful Art 

To take a feeble Maids ill-guarded Heart : 


Too long I've ſtruggled with my Bliſs in vain, 
Too long oppos'd what [ oft wiſh'd to gain, 

Loath to conſent, yet leather to deny, 

At once I court, and ſhun Felicity : 

T cannot, will not yield; — and yet 1 muſt, 

Leſt tomy own Defires I prove unjuſt : 

Sweet Raviſber! what Love commands thee, do ; 
Tho I'm diſpleas d, IT ſhall forgive thee too, 


Too well thou knowſt — and there my hand ſhe 
preſs'd, 


And ſaid no more, but bluſh'd and ſmil'd the reſt. 
Raviſh'd at the new grant, fierce eager I 


& Leap furious on, and ſcizd my trembling Prey ; 


With guarding Arms ſhe ficlt my Force repell'd, 


Shrunk, and drew back, and would” nor ſeem to 
yield; 


Unwilling to o'recome, ſhe faintly ſtroye, 
One hand pull'd to, what t'other did remove : 
So feeble are the ſtruglings, and ſo weak 
In ſleep we ſeem, and only ſeem to make : 
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Porbear ! ( ſte ſaid ) ah, gentle Towth, forbear, 
(and ſtill ſhe hirg?d; and claſp me till more near) 
Ah! will you? will you force my Rare ſo? 
Ab? do not, do not, dv abt ;— let me go. 
What follow'd was above the pow'r of Verſe, 
Above the reach of Faricy to rehearſe: 
Nor dying Sairtts enjoy ſuch Extaſies, | 
Whenthey in Vifion aritedate their Bliſs ; 
Nor Dreams of a youtig Prophet arc fo blefs'd, 
When | holy Trances firſt inſpire his Breaſt, 
And the God enters there to be a Gueſt, 
Let duller Morrals other Pleaſures prize, 


Pleaſures which enter at.the waking; Eyes, 


Might [ each Night: ſuch ſweet Enjoyments find, 
rd wink forever, be for ever blind. 
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TOUCHING. 


| NOBILITY... 


Out of Monſieur 3 01 [LE Al. 


—_ 


'T S granted, chat Nobility in Man, $*% | . 


ta? 


Is no wild flurr ring Notion of the Brain, ....« 
There he, deſcended of an ancient Race, i 
V hich a long train of humerous Worthies iprace;”.' 1 
dy Virtues Rules guiding his ſteddy' Courle, 
races the ſteps of his bright Anceſtors. - © 
But Yet I can't endure an haughty Afs, - 
Jebauch'd with Luxury, and flochtul Eafe. 
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128 ASATTR touching Nobility. 


: Who beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 


Has no pretencetoany thingot Worth, 


Should proudly wear the Fame, which others 
ſought, 


And boaſt of Hongur which himfetf: ne'er got. 

I grant, the At which higFore: fathers did 
Have furniſh'd matter for old Holinſhead, 
For which their Scutcheon, by the Congu'ror gric'd 
Still bears a Liow Rampant fot its Creſt : 
But what does this vain maſs of Glory boot 
Toberhe branch of ſuch a noble Root, 
If heof all the Heroes of his Line 
Which in the Regiſters of Story ſhine, 
Can offer nothing to the World's regard, 


But mouldy Parchments which the Worms have 
ſpar'd 2 


If ſprung, ashepretends, of :noble Race; ' 


He does his own Original diſgrace, 
And, ſwoln with ſelfiſh Vanity and Pride, 
To greatneſs has no other claim beſide, - 
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ASATTR touching Nobility. 129 p 
But ſquanders life, and ſleeps away his days, © 


Diſſolv'd in Sloth, and ſteep'd in ſanſual caſe: 
Mean while to ſee how much the Arrogant 

Boaſts the. falſe Luſtre of his high Deſcent; 

You'd fancy him Comptroller of the Sky, 

And fram'd by Heav'n of other Clay than me. 
Tell me, great Hero, you, that would be chought 

So much above the mean, and humble Rout. | | 

Ot all tha Creatures which do men eſteem? 

And which would you your felt the nobleſt deem, 2 

Put caſe of Horſe: No doubt, youl anſwer ſtrait; 

The Racer, which, has often'{t won the Plate : 

Who full of mettle, and of ſprightly Fire, 

ls never diſtanc'd in the fleet Caxeer : 

Him all the Rivals of New-market dread, 

And crowds of Venrrers ſtake upon his Head : 

Bur if the Breed of Dragon, often caſt, 

Degencrate, and proyea Jade art laſt ; 

Nothing of Honour, or reſpe&t( we ſee ) 

Is bad of his bigh Birth, and Pedigree: 


K 
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1350 A SATTR touching Nobility, 


But miaugre all his great Progenitors. 

The worthleſs Bruteis baniſh'd from the Courſe, 

Condemn'd for Life to ply the dirty Road, 

To drag ſome Cart, or bear ſome Carrier's Load. 
Then how can you with any ſenſe expett 

That I ſhould beſo ſilly to reſpett 

The ghoſt of Honour, periſh'd long ago, 

Thar's quite extin&, and lives no'more in you? 

Such gaudy Trifles with the Fools may pals, 

Caught with mere ſhew, and vain Appearances: 

Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heav'n deſigh'd, 


Thar's always ſtamp'd upon'a noble mind: 


If you from ſuch illuſtrious Worthies came, 
By copying them your high Extra@t proctaim : 


- Shew us thoſe genecous Heats of Gallantry, 


Which Ages paſt did 'in thoſe Worthies ee, 
That zeal tor Honour, and tliat brave Difdain, 
Which ſcorn'd ro do an Attion bale, or mean : 
Do you apply your Tacereſt aright, 

Not to oppreſs the Poor with wrongful Might? 


Would 
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ASATTR touching Nobility. 131 

Would you make Conſcience to pervert the Laws, 

Tho brib'd eo do't, or urg'd by your own Cauſe ? 

Dare you, when juſtly call'd, expend your Bloud 

In ſervice for your King's and Countrys good 2 

Can you in open Field in Armour (leep, 

And there meet danger in the ghaſtlicſt ſhape? 
By ſuch illuſtrious Marks as theſe, I find, 

You're truly iſſued of a noble kind : 

Then fetch your Line from A/banaf, or XKaute, 

Or, if theſe are too freſh, from older Brute : 

Art leiſure ſearch all Hiſtory to find 

Some great and glorious Warriour to your mind : 

Take Ceſar, Alexander, which you pleaſe, 

To bethe mighty Founder of your Race ; 

In vain the World your Parentage bely, 

Thar was, or ſhould have been your Pedegree. 
Bur, if you could with eaſederive your Kin 

From Fercules himſelf in a right Line; 

It yet there nothing in your Actions be, 


Worthy the nameof your high Progeny ; 


K 2 
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| ' 32 ASATTR touching Nobility. 
All theſe great Anceſtors, which you diſgrace, 


Againſt you are a cloud of Witneſſes: 

And all the Luſtre of their tarniſh'd Fame 
zrves but to light, and maniteſt your Shame: 

In vain you urge themerit of your Race, 


And boaſt that Bloud, which you your ſelves de- 
bale. 


In vain you borrow, to adorn your Name, 

The Spoils, and Plunder of another's Fame; 

If, whereI look'd for ſomething Great,and Brave, 
I meet with nothing but a Fool, or Knave, 

A Traitor, Villain, Sycophant, or Slave, 

A freakiſh Madman, fit to be confin'd, 

Whom Bedlam only can to order bind, 


Or ( roſpeak all at once ) a barren Limb, 


| And rotten Branch of an illuſtrious Stem. 


ButI am too ſevere, perhaps you'l think, 
And mix too much of Satyr with my Ink : 
We ſpeak to men of Birth, and Honour here, 


And thoſe nice Subjects muſt be touch'd with care: 


Cry 


ASATTR touching Nobility. 


133 


Cry mercy, Sirs! Your Race, we grand, is known; 


But how far backwards can you trace it down? 


You anſwer : For at leaſt a thouſand year, 


And ſome odd hundreds you can make't appear : 


'Tis much: Bur yet in ſhort the proofs are clear : 


All Books with your Fore-farhers Titles ſhine, 


Whoſe names have ſcap'd the general wreck of 


Time : 

But who is thereſo bold, that dares cn7age 
His Honour, that in this long TraCt of Aze 
No oneot all his Anceſtors deceas'd 
Had ere the fate to find a Bride unchalt - 
That they haveall along Lucretia's been, 
And nothing e're of ſpurious Bloud crept in, 
To mingle and defile the Sacred Line ? 

Curſs'd be the day, when firſt this vanity 
Did primitive ſimplicity deſtroy, 
In the bleſs'd ſlate of infant time, unknown, 


When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone 
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134 A SATTR touching Nobility. 

Each from his merit only Title drew, 

And char alone made Kings, and Nobles too : 
Then, ſcorning borrow'd Helps to prop his Name, 
The Hero from himſelf deriv'd his Fame : 

But Merit by degeneratetime at laſt, 

Saw Viceennobled, and her ſelf debas'd : 

And haughty Pride falſe pompous Titles teignd, 


Tamuſe the World, and Lordit o're Mankind : 


Thenea the vaſt Herd ot Earls, and Barons came, 

For Virtue cach brought nothing buta Name: 

Soon after Man, fruirful in Vanities, 6k 

Did Blazoningand Armory deviſe, 

Founded a College for the Herald's Art, 

And made a Language of their Terms apart, 

Compos'd of frightful words, of Chief, and Baſe, 

Of Chevron, Salter, Canton, Bend, and Feſs, 

And whatſoc're of hideous Jargon elle 

Mad Guillim, and his barbarous Volume fills. 
Then farther the wild Folly to purſue, 


Plain Cown-right Honour out of faſhion grew : 


But 
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But to keep up. its Dignity, and Birth, 


Expence, and Luxury muſter it forth: 

It muſt inhabit ſtately Palaces, 

Diſtinguiſh Servants by their Liveries, 

And carrying vaſt Retinues up and down, 

The Duke and Earl be by their Pages known. 
Thus Honour to lupporr irfelf is brought 

Toits laſt ſhifts, and thence the Art has got 

Of borrowing every where, and paying nought : 

'Tis now thought mean, and much beneath a Lord 

To bean honeſt man, and keep his Word ; 

Who, by his Peerage, and ProteCtion ale, 

Can plead the priviledge to be a Knave; 

While daily Crowds of ſtarving Creditors 

Are forc'd to dance attendance at his doors, 

Till he at length with all his mortgag'd Lands | 

Are fortcited into the Banker's hands : 

Then to redreſs his wants, the bankrupt Pecr 


To ſome rich trading Sor, turns Penſioner : 


K 4 
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And the next News, you're ſure to hear that he 


Is nobly wed into the Company : 
Where for a Portion of ill-gotten Gold, 
Himſelf andall his Anceſtors areſold : 
And chus repairs his broken Family 
Ar the expence of his own Infamy. 

Forif you want Eſtate toſert it forth, 
In vain you boaſt the ſplendor of your Birth; 
Your priz'd Gentility for madneſs ; goes, 
And each your Kindred ſhuns anddiſayows : 
But he that's rich i is prais' d at his full rate, 
Andtho he encecry'd Sma/.coal in the ſtreet, 
Tho he, nor none of his e're mentioned were, 
But inthe Pariſh-Book, or Regiſter, 
le by help of Chronicle ſhall crace 


An hundred Barons of his ancient Race. 
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A 
SATYR: 


Addreſſed to aFriend, that is about to 
leave the Univerſity, and come 
abroad m the World. 


F you're ſo out of love with Happineſs, 
- quit a College life, and learned eaſe 3 
Convince me firſt, and ſome good Reaſons givs, 
What merhodsand deſigns you'l take to live: 
For ſuch Reſolves are needful in the Caſe, 
Before you tread the worlds Myſterious Maze : 
Without the Premilles in vain you'l try 
Tolive by Syſtems of Phi»ſophy : 
Your Ariſtotle, Cartes, and Le-Grand, 
And Euclid tooin little ſtead will ſtand. 
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How many men of choice, and noted parts, 


Well fraught with Learning, Languages, and Arts, 


Deſigning high Preferment in their mind, 
And little doubting good ſucceſs to find, 


With vaſt and tow'ring thoughts have flock'd to 


Town, 

But totheir coſt ſoon tound themſelves undone, 
New to repent, and ſtarvear leiſure letr, 
OF miſcries laſt Comfort, Hope bereft > 

Theſe fail'd for want of good Advice, you Cry, 
Becauſe at firſt they fix*d on no employ : 
Well then, let's draw the Proſpect, and the Scene 
To all advantage poſlibly we can : 
The world lies now before you, let me hear, 


What courſe your Judgment counſels you to ſteer : 


Always confider'd, that your whole Eſtate, 
Andall your Fortunelies beneath your Hat: 
Were you the Son of fome rich Uſurer, 

Thar ſtary'd, and damn'd himſelf to make his Heir, 


Leſt 


Left nought to do, but to inter the Sor, 


* And ſpend with eaſe what he with pains had got ; 
'Twere calle to ad vile how you might live, 

Nor would therc n2cd iaſtruction then to glye : 

: But you, that boaſt of no Iaheritance, 


; Save that ſmall Stock, which lies within your 
Brains, 


Learning muſt be your Trade, and therefore weigh 
* With heed, how you your Game the beſt may 
L play ; 

Bethink your ſelf a while, and then propoſe 
What way of Lifeis fitt'ſt for you to chooſe. 
If you for Orders, and a Gown deſign, 

Conſider only this, dear Friend of mine, 

The Church is grown ſo over-ſtock'd of late, 
That if you walk abroad, you'l hardly meet 
More Porters now than Parſons in the ſtreer. 
At every Corner they are forc'd toply, 

For Jobs of hawkering Divinity : 

And half the number of the Sacred Herd 


Are fain to trow], and wander unpreterr'd: 


—— 


46 # 84 7 1 R. 
If this, or thoughrs of ſuch a weighty Charge 


Make you reſolveto keep your ſclt at large; 

For wantof better opportunity, 

A School muſt your next Sanctuary be: 

Go, wed ſome Grammar-Bridewel, and a Wite, 
Andthere beat Greek, and Latine for your life : 
With Birchen Scepter there command at will, 
Greater than Busby's ſelf, or DoCtor Gill, 

Bur who would be to the vile Drudg'ry bound 
Where there ſo ſmall encouragement is found 2 
Where you for recompence of all your pains 
Shall hardly reach a common Fidler's gains? 

For whenyou'vetoil'd, and labour'd all you can, 
— Todung,and cultivate a barren Brain : 

_ * A Dancing Maſter ſhall be better paid, 

Tho he inſtrufts the Heels, and you the Head : 
To ſuch Indulgence are kind Parents grown, 
That nought coſts leſs in Breeding than a Son : 
Nor is it hard to find a Father now, 


Shall more upon a Setting-dog allow : 


| 


/ 
[4 


; 
k 
» 
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And witha freer hand reward the Care 


Of training up his Spaniel, chan his Heir. 
Some think themſelyes exalted tothe Sky; : 

If they light in ſome noble Family ; | 

Diet, an Horſe, and thirty pounds a year, 
Beſides the advantageof his Lotdſhips ear, + 
The credit of the buſineſs, and the.State, 
Are things that in a Younſter's Senſe found 'great. 
Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know, /. 
Whar ſlavery he oft muſt undergo; 

Who tho in ſilken Skarf, and Callock drefi, 
Wears burta payer Livery at beſt : 

When Dinnee calls the Implement muſt wait /- 77 
With holy Words to conſecrate the Meat: 
Buthold it for a Fayour ſeldom known, 

It he be deign'd the Honour to ſitdown. 

9S00n as the Tarts appear, Sir Crape, withdraw! 
Thoſe Dainties are not for a fpiricual Maw : 


Obſerve your diſtance, and be ſure to ſtand 


Hard by the Ciſtern with your Cap in hand : 


There 
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There for diverſion you may pick your Teeth, 


Till the kind Voider comes for your Rclicf: 
For meer Board-wages ſuch their Freedom (ch, 
Slaves to an Hour, and Vaſlals to a Bell : 

And if th' enjoyment of one day be ſtole, 


They are bur Pris'ners out upon Parole : 

Always the marks of ſlavery remain, 

And they, tho looſe, ſtill drag abour their Chain, 
And where's the mighty Proſpect after all, 

A Chaplainſhip ſerv'd up, and ſeven years Thrall? 


The menial thing perhaps for a Reward 
Is to ſome ſlender Benefice preterr'd, \ 
With this Proviſobound, that he muſt wed 1 
My Ladies antiquated Waiting-maid, | 
In Dreſling only skill'd, and Marmalade, q 

Let others who ſuch meanneſſes can brook, p 
Strike-Countenance to every Great man's Look : T 
Ler thoſe that have a mind, turn ſlaves to eat, A 


And live contented by another's Plate : 


0 Piet and 
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' Enjoya few choice Books, and fewer Friends, 


A SATTR Ty3 
Irate my Freedom higher, nor'will I 
For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty. 
But, if I muſt ro my laſt ſhifts be pur, 
To fill a Bladder, and twelve yards of Gut; 
Rather with counterfeiced wooden Leg, 
And my right Armtied up, I'll chuſe-to beg : 
I'll cather chuſe ro ſtarve at large, than be 
The gawdieſt Vaſſal to Dependency. 

'T hasever been the top of my Delires, 
The utmoſt height to which my wiſhafpires, 
That Heav'n would bleſs me with atmall 'Eftate, 
Where I might find a cloſe obſcure retreat; 


There, free from Noiſe, and all ambitiousends, 


Lord of my ſelf, accountable to none, 
But to my Conſcience, and my God alone : 
Therelive unthought of, and unheard of, die, 
And grudge Mankind my very memory. 

But ſince the Bleſſing is (I find ) roo great 
For me to wiſh for, or expeCt of Fate: 
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Yet, maugre all the ſpight of Deſtiny, 


My Thoughts, and Actions are, and ſhall be cod 


' Acertain Author, very grave, and ſage, 


This Story tells : no matter, what the Page. 

One time, asthey walk'd forth e're break of day, 
The Wolf, and Dog encounter'd onthe way : 
Famiſh'd the one, meager, and lean of plight, 

As a caſt Poet, whofor Bread does write : 
The other far, and plump, as Prebend, was, 
Pamper'd with Luxury, and holy Eaſe, 

Thus met, with Complements, too long to tell, 
Ot being glad to ſee cachother well : 

Flow now, Sir Towzer 2 ( {aid the Wolt) 7 pray, 
Whence comes it,that you look ſo; ſleek, and gay? 
While I, who do as well ( I'm ſure ) deſerve, 

For want of Livelihood am like to ſtarve ? 

Troth Sir (replied the Dog,) *thas been my Fate, 
1 thank the, friendly Stars, to hap of late | 


. CO | 
On a kind Maſter; to whoſe care 1 owe E 


Ai this good: Fleſh, wherewith you ſee me now; 
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From hes rich Voider every day I'm fed | 
With Bones of Fowl, anl Crifts of fines Bread : 
With Fricaſlce, Ragouſt, aud whatſoc're... > 
Of coſtly Kickſhaws now in faſhion are, + A 
And more variety of Boil'd and Roaſt, ' 

Thai a Lord Mayor's Waiter & re coutd boaſt: | - © \1 
T hen, Sir, tis hardly credible to tel, 

How I'm reſpefted, and belav'd by al: 

Pm the Deligbt of the whole Family, 

Not darling Shock more Favourite than [: K 
I never ſicep abroad, to Air expes'd, 

But in my warm apartment am inclos'd : 

There on freſh Bed of Straw, with Canopy 

Of Hutch above, like Dog of State Tlie. A 
Befides, when with high Fate, and Nature firdy N 
To generous Sports of Touth Iam i»ſpir d, 

All the proud ſhees are ſoft ta my Embrace, 

From Bitch of Quality down to Turn-ſpit Race : 
Each day I try new Miftrifſes and Loves, 


Nor envy $overtign. Dogs in their Alcoves. 


L Thus 


Wi —— > —xy -—<o—_ ee 
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Thus happy 1 of altoawyhar bays 1 ie and wn, 
No mortal Cur on Earth yet half fo bleffd got) 1! 
And farther to enhance the'Flappineſs, e217 thy 


\\ 


All this I get byidlevieſsnd eaſes wt 0 
Troth ! ( faid the Wolf) Tetvy your-Eftate 

Would tothe Gods it were but my good Fate, 

That I might happily admitted. be 

A member of your blef'd Society / 

T would with Faithfulneſs diſcharge my place 

In any thing"that I might ſerve his Grace: 

But, think you, Sir, it mould-be-Yeaſible, * 

And that my Application might prevails 
Do but endeavour, Sir;you need not doubt ; 

1 make no queſtion bat to bring't about : 

Quly rely on me, and reſt ſecure, 

1 1 ſerve you to the utmoſt of my Pow'r ; 

As I'ma Dog of - Honour, Sir : — but this 

I only take the Freedom to adviſe, 

T hat you'd alittle lay your Roughneſs by, 


And learn to practice Comlaiſance, like me. 
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For that let me alone: T'll have.acare, + _.. 


And top my part, Fl Warr anryo a hatr :. 


* F % 
Ic YN % L 


There's not aCourtier of them all fall: vie q a. FF 


For Fawning, and for Suppleneſs with me, ur... dat 
And thusreſoly'd at laſt, the Traycllers QF 

Towards the Houſertogether ſhape their courſe? , 

7 The Dog, who Breeding well did underſtand, © «, 

In walking gives his.Gheſt the upper band: 

And as they walk along; they all the while 

With Mirth, and plcafant Raillery beguile 

The tedious Time, and Way, till Day drew near, 

And Light came on 3 by which did ſoon appear 

The Maſtifts Neck to view all wornand bare. 


This when his Comrade ſpi'd, What means ( fad 
he ) 


This Circle bare, which round your Neck I fee 2 
If Tmay be ſo bold; —— Sir, you muſt know, 
That I at firſt was rough, and fierce, like YOu, 


Of Nature cars'd, and often apt to bite 


Str mgers, and elſe, who ever came in fight : 


— Aa_ 
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' Sir Dog, your hamlle Servant, fo Godbw'y. 


For this I was tied up, and bidepubent” RY 
The W hip ſometimes, a and Jes light C hatifement 


Till lat lengthy Diſcipline grew tame,” © 


Gentle, and i rattable, as now I am : 
'T was by this ſhort, and ſlight ſeverity 
1 gain d theſe Marks and Badges, which you fee : 


But what are they > Allons Monſieur !-let's go. 


Not one ſtep farther : Sir, excufe me now. 
Much joy tye of your exvied;bleſS'd Eſtate : 
I will not buy Preferment at that rate : 
4 Gods name, take your golden Chains for ms : 
5 Faith, I'd not be a King, not to be free : 


Wie in »Sqren, 1676 a 7 
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Ge hunab!e'Gift; #0 to that matehlelsSaine;! 


Of whom'thou only waſt a Copymearit: 
And all, that's reain thee, more richly find--. -.17 


Compriz'd in the fair Volume of heranind; ! --:! :] 


That living Syſtem, where arc fully'wric-.'- 2.4 
All choſe high Morals; which iwBboks we meer:z/” 
Eaſic, asinſo(t Air, there writ they.ars, 1 


Yet firm;as if i-Bra&chiey gravewwere, ..._ 15cT 


fe SS 
150 VERSES 


Nor is her Tatentlazil ytoknow 

As dull Divines, and holy Canters do; 
She as what they on!) y Api Pulpits prate, 
And Theory roPtaRtice docs tranſlar 
Nor her own Actions more obey her Will, \y 
Than, that obey$tridt Virtues dictates (th; ; 

Yer does not Virtue from her Duty flow, 

Bur ſhe is good, becauſe ſhe will be ſo: 

'Her Virtue ſcorns ata lowpitchtoflic, e121 


\ 


F 


Tis all free _—_ ng of ns 
Such istho Tic; which chem Lo Good hors bin 
The ſcatter'd Glaries of her happy Sex _,:, |: | 
In her bright Soul as in their Center mix: | 
And all, that they; poſleſs, but by Retail... 

She hers by juſt Monopoly:cancall: 
Whoſe ſole Example does more Virtues ſhew, | 
Than Schoalmeneyer taught, or cyer knew... 
No Actdid e're within her Practice fall, 

Which tor the attonement of a Buſh could call; 


VERSES. DAT 
No word of hers ere greed any car; ot 1,0 
But what a Saituw/ar heelafiigaſp/mighthear: -:T 
Scargelyticr Thoughts liaye cycrfulltied cen 

With thelcaſt print; or taingt nattve;diti;. 


Deyourt ſhe is, as holy Hermits are, 


Who ſhare their time 'twixr Extaſie, and Prayer ; 
Modeſt, as infant Roſes in their Bloom, 

Who in a Blulh their fragrant Lives coMume : 
So chafte,the Dead themſelves are on| y more, 
Who lie divorc'd from Objetts, and from Power :- 
So pure, could Virtue in a Shape appear, 
'Twould chuſc to have no other Form, but Her ; 
So much a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her fo, 

For fearto wrong her with a name too low : 
Such the Seraphick Brightneſs of her min1, 
hardly can believeher Womankind : 

But think fome nobler Being does appcar, 
Which to inſtruQtrhe World, has left che Sphere, 


And condeſcends to wear a Body here. 
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Or, if ſhe mortal be, 'and meant to ſhow -  /' 
The greater Art by bcingtorm'd below ; -- 
Sure Heaven: preſerv'd her by the Fall uacars'd; 
To tellhow good the Sex was madeat' firſt. 


THE 


PARTING. 


_— HE — 
_ ————— "” : , 


O © happy had I been indeed; if Fate 
; Ap made it laſting, as ſhemade ir great;. 
But'twas the: Plor of unkind Deſtiay,”: | 
To lift me to, then ſnatch me from my Joy : 
She rais'd my dope and broughe 'theny juſt in 


Fiews :... 
And then in ſpight the pleaſing, Scene withdrew. 
So He of old Carer 'd Land ſurvey d, 
Io Heay' n was by t] ou damned Caitiff _ 
He ſaw't, but with a mighty Gulf berween, 
He faw't to bemore wretched, and deſpair agen: 


21A . | ens Not * 
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Not Souls of dying Sinners, when they go, 


' Aſſurd of cndleſs Miſcries below, 
Their Bodies more 1s od deſert, 


Than I from you, and al all my Joys did part. 


DALEY 


If the kind Miſtris of his Vows appear, 


And come to bleſs his Voyage with a Prayer, 
Such Siphs:hexents.asmay the& Gale: — 
Sucl:FloudsiobiTetrs as may thoRillowsmiſey 
And whenart. langth{flicilaunching)Veſſe] flies, |; 
And ſcvers firſthisKips; and thenhis Eyes; - | 
(Lotgheilookshackdolſce whatdid aderes, | Lite 
And while he may, views: the beloved Shores. 
Such jul concerns laty your Patting had, 

With ſuch fall Pg your turning "Plc fevers ae d* 
Reviewing, cy Pare you ot Bf"! fight, 5 a 
Ms faghtto'f race you by feft Tracks'bf Liglit: 
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And when they could not Looks to you convey, 


Tow'rds the lov'd Place they took delight to\ 
ſtray, 


ape aim'd uncertaly Glanoesſtiticharway. 


U 
% 
7, 


l F | . 6 
MH "3 L # Fi - 
F | Cy * p 4 
6. Ff 4 of ; , 
1 4 
f fit Bal) { how. __—_ 
[ 4 4 
b 
a 


-_ 


s / 
. 


. Complain» 


b 


- ” # $ - * - 
FZ As Fl 1 
—— -- = 
ed a nas 1 | 
\ | Ll ' 
# + % - 
4 8 Lhatis 


! 
FS 4 - _ _ 


mmumy 


as 
”F ad Y 
—p — p_— —— 
" 7 i . * 
/ ME 4 dro S$+1kh & << 
% 

i 


( . Complaining. of h 2 mo 
ABSENCE 


# E N days ( if I forget not) waſted are 


** 


_ (A year inany Lover's Calendar ) 
Since I was forc'd to part, and bid adieu 


To all my Joy, and Happineſs in you : 
And ſtill by the ſame Hindrance am detain'd, 


Which me at firſt from your lov'd Sight conſtrain'd 
_ Ofcl reſolve to mcet my Bliſs, and then 7 
MW Tediefops, and pulls me back agen? A 
So when our raifed Thoughts to Heav'n-aſpirc, = 
Earth ſtifles them, and choaks the good deſire. F 


Curſe on that Man, who Bug'nels firſt defign'd, ; H 


And by't enthral'd a free-born Lover's mind ! 


—"— a — 
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Complaining of Abſence. I57 
A curſe on Fate, who thus ſubjected me, 


-—_— 


And made me ſlave to any thing but thee ! 0 
Lovers ſhould be as ynconfin d as Air, 
Free as its wild Inhabirants from Caxe : 


Jo freckhoſe happy Lovers arc . S 
of&ot Loyec:, 


Exempt f from all Concejns bur th 
But I, pOOr Lover militant below, 


Tlic Cares, and Troublcs of dull Life muſt know ; 


Muſt toil for that, which does on others wait, .. f 


And undergo the drudgery of Fate : 

Yet I'll no more to her a Vaſlal be, 

Thou now ſhalt make, and rule my Deſtiny : 
Hence troubleſome Fatigues! all Bus'neſs hence ! 
This very hour my Freedom ſhall commence: | 
Too long that Jilr has thy proud Rival been, 

And made me by negleCttul Abſence ſin; 

But T'll no more obey ws Tyranny, 

Nor that, nor Fate it ſelf ſhall hinder me 


| Hencetorth from ſeeing, and enjoying thee. 


Promi- 


- Promiſi ng fl 


VISI 


Ooner may Art, and eaſier far divi te 
OG. ſoft embracing waters of the Tide, | 


Which with united F riendſhip ſtill rejoyn, : 
Than part my. Eycs, my Arms, or Lips from chine: 
Sooner it may Time's headlong motion force, 


In which it marches with unalrer' d courſe, 


fs wo * ©. mor 


Or ſever this from the ſucceeding Day, 
Than from chy happy Preſence force my ſlay. p 


Not the touch'd Needle ( emblem of my Saul ) 


With greater Rey” rence ceemhl cs to Irs Pole, 
<a 


Nor Flames with ſurer inſtin& E upwards g $9, 


Than mine, and all their motions tend to you. 


Promiſing a Vi F. I5g 
Fly ſwift, ye minures, and contraCt the ſpace 


Of Time, which holds me from her dear Embrace: 
| When I am there Fll bid you kindly ſtay, 
[|] bid you reſt, and never glide away. 
bp 145 us'nes of ves moja Releaſe 
I ole {6 $in ſoft;and rerktloBaſe ® 
['|l come, and all arrears of Kindneſs pay, 
And live o'remy whole Abſence in one day. 
Not Souls, releas'd from humane Bodies, move 
Witch quicker haſte ro meer their Bliſs above : 
ThanJ, when freed from Clogs, that bind me now, 
Eager to ſeize my Happineſs, will go. 
Should a fierce Angel arm'd with Thunder ſtand, 
| And threaten Vengeance with his brandiſh'd Lay 
To ſtop the entrance ro my Paradiſe; 
[1] venture, and his lighted Bolts defpile. 
Swift as the wings of Fear, ſhall be my Love, ** 
And me to her with equal ſpeed remove: ; 


Swift, as the motions of the Eye, or Mind, 


[1] chither fly, and leave ſlow Thoughr behind." 


THE 
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THE CARELESS 


Good Fellow. 


Written, March g. 1680. 
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SONG: 


I, 


+ Pox of this-fooling,and plotting of late, 


Whart a porher, and ſtir has it kept in the 
State ? | 


Let the Rabble run mad with Suſpicions, and Fears, 
Letthem ſcuffle, and jar, ill they go by the ears: 


Their Grievances ndver Thalltroubils my pate, 


$o I can enjoy my dear Bottle 2: qnict. 


_, by 


The Geod Felloiy; 


II. 


What Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter 
their caſe 


And their Necks for a Toy, 2 thin Wafer and Mak ? 
Ar old Tybarn they never had needed to ſwing, 


Had they been but true Subyedts r6- LAI their _ 
King; 


A Friend, and a Borel iS all my efign + Hi10J 


He has no room for 'Freafon, that's rop-full of 
Wine, 


Il; 
[ mind not the Members and makers of Laws; 
Let chem ſir or Protogue, as his Majeſty, pleaſe : 
Let them damn us to Woollen, I'll rievet repihe 
Ar my Lodging, when dead, ſoalive I have Winnie: 
Yet oft in my Drink/I'can hatdly forbear '* ' © 
To curl? them tor making my Claret fo deat: 


The Good Fellow. 


IV. 
I mind not grave Aſſes, who idly debate 
About Right and Succeſſion, the Trifles of State; 


We'vea good King already : and he deſerves laugh- 
e107 L015; 


That will trouble his head with who ſhall come 
after : 


Come, here's to his Health, and I wiſh he may 
be_ 


As free from all Care, and all Trouble, as we. 
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V. 
What'careT how Leagues with the ZZo/ander go? 


Or Intrigues betwixt S$7dney, and Monſicur 
D' Avaux ? 


What concerns it my Drinking, it Caſa! beſold, 

If the Conquerour take it by Storming,or Gold? 
Good Bordeaux alone is the place that I mind, 

And when the Fleet's coming, I pray for a Wind. 


The Good Fellow, 


VE. 
Tlie Bully of France, that aſpites to Rettown 
By dull cutting of Throats;and vent'ring his own; 


Let him fight arid be damin'd, and giake Matches; 
and Trear, 


To afford the News-miangets, and Goffee-houſs 
Chat : Nn 
He's but a brave Wretch, while Iam mote free, 


More ſafe; and a thouſand times happier than 
He. 


VII. 
Comie He; or tlie Pope, or the Devil to boot, 
Or come Faggot, and Stake; I care not a Groat; j 
Never think that in Smithfield I Porters will heat: 
No, I ſwear, Mr Fox, pray excuſe me for that; 
PI! drink in defiance of Gibbet, and Halter, 


Fhis ts the Profeſſion, that neyer will alter. 


O 
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The Perſon of Spencer 1 brought in, 
Dads the eAuthor from the 
Study of PoeTy, and ſhewing how 
little it 8 eſteem d ad encouraged in 


this preſent Age. 


NE night, as | was pondering of late 


On allthe mis'ries of my hapleſs Fate, 
Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 

Ar all the Pow'rs, which over Pocts reign : 

In came a ghaſtly Shape, all pale, and thin, 

As ſome poor Sinner, who by Prieſt had been 
Under along Lenr's Penance, ſtarv'd, and whip'd, 


Or par-boil'd Lecher, late from Hot-houle crept : 


Famiſh'd 


ASATTR. 165. 
Famiſh'd his Looks appear'd, his Eyes ſunk in, 


Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin: + 


A Wreath of Lawrel on his Hcad he wore, 
A Book, inſcrib'd the Fairy Queen, he bore. 

By this I knew him, roſe, and bow'd, and ſaid, - 
Hail reverend Ghoſt ! ail hail moſt ſacred Shade ! 
Why this great Viſit ? why vouchſaf d to me, 


The meaneſt of thy Britiſh Progeny? 
Com'ſt thou in my uncalPd, unhallow'd Muſe, 


Some of thy mighty Spirit to infaſe 2 
If ſo; lay on thy Hands, ordain me fit 
For the high Cure, and Miniſtry of Wit : 
Let me (T beg) thy great Inftruttions claim, 
Teach me to tread the glorious paths of Fame : 
Teach me( for none does better know than thou ) 
How, like thy ſelf, I may immortal grow. 

Thus did I ſpeak, and (poke it ina ſtrain, 


Above my common rate, and uſual vein; 


AS if inſpir'd by preſence of the Bard, 


Whowitha Frown thus toreply was heard, 
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The Perſon of Spencer # brought in, 
Diſſuading + 8 eAuthor from the 
Study of Poetry, andſhewing how 
little it 1 eſteemd and encouraged in 


this preſent Age. 


NE night, as | was pondering of late 
()o. all che mis'ries of my hapleſs Fate, 
Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 
Art all the Pow'rs, which over Pocts reign : 

In came a ghaſtly Shape, all pale, and thin, 
As ſome poor Sinner, who by Pricſt had been 


Under along Lent's Penance, ſtarv'd, and whip'd, 


Or par-boil'd Lecher, late from Hot-houſe crept : 


Famiſh'd 


ASATTR. 165 


Famiſh'd his Looks appear'd, his Eyes ſunk in, 


Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin: 
A Wreath of Lawrel on his Head he wore, 
A Book, inſcrib'd the Fairy Queen, he bore. 

By this I knew him, roſe, and bow'd, and "OY ? 
Hail reverend Ghoſt ! ail hail moſt ſacred Shade ! 
Why this great Viſit ? why vouchſaf d to me, 

The meaneſt of thy Britiſh Progeny? 

Com'ſt thou in my uncalPd, unhallow'd Muſe, 
Some of thy mighty Spirit to infafe ? 

If ſo; lay on thy Hands, ordain me fit 

For the high Cure, and Miniſtry of Wit : 

Let me (I beg) thy great Inftruttions claim, 
Teach me to tread the glorious paths of Fame : 
Teach me( for none does better know than thou ) 
How, like thy ſelf, I may immortal grow. 

Thus did I ſpeak, and (poke it ina ſtrain, 
Above my commonrate, and uſual vein; 

As if infpir'd by preſence of the Bard, 


Who witha Frown thus toreply was heard, 


M, 3 


166 ASATTR. 
In ſtile of Satyr, ſuch wherein of old 
He the fam'd Talc of Mother Hubberd told. 
I come, fond [deor, e'rc it be too late, 
Kindly ro warn thee of thy wretched Fate : 
Take heed berimes, repent, and learn of me 
To ſhun the dang rous Rocks of Poctry : 
Had I the choice of Fleſh and Bloud again, 
To att oncemorcin Life's tumultuous Scene ; 
I'd be a Porter, or a Scavenger, : 
A groom, or any thing, bur Poet here : 
Haſt thou obſery'd ſome Hawker of the Town, 


| Who through the Streets with diſmal Scream and 
Tone, 3 jo 


Crics Matches, Small: coal, Brooms, Old Shooes and 
* Boots, 


Socks, Sermons, Ballads, Lies, Gazetts, and Votes? 


So unrecorded to the Grave I'd go, 


And nothing bur the Regiſter tell, who : 
Rather that poor unheard-of Wretch I'd be, 
Than the moſt glorious Name in Poetry, 


_ Vithall its boaſted Immortality : 
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Rather than He, who ſung on Phrygia's Shore, 


The Grecian Bullies fighting for a Whore : 
Or Heof 7hebes, whom Fame ſo much extols 
For praiſing Jockics, and New-market Fools. 

So many now, and bad the Scriblers be, 
'Tis ſcandal robe of the Company : 
The foul Diſeaſe is ſo prevailing grown, 
So much the Faſhion of the Court and Town, 
Thar ſcarce a man well bred in cither's deem'd, 


Bur who las kili', been often clapr, and oft has 
rhim'd: 


The Fools are troubled with a Flux of Brains, 

And cach on Paper ſquirts his filthy ſenſe : 

A leaſh of Sonnets, and a dull Lampoon 

Sct up an Author, who forthwith is grown 

A man of Parts, of Rhiming, and Renown : 
Ev'nthat vile Wrerch,who in lewd Verſe cach year 
Deſcribes the Pageants, and ny good Lord May'r, 
Whoſe Works mult ſerve the next EteEtion-day 


For making Squibs, and under Pics to lay, 
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Yetcounts himſelf of the inſpired Train, 
Andgares in thought the ſacred Name profane. 

| But is it nought ( thou'lt fay ) in Front to ſtand, 
With Lawrel crew#'d by White, or Loggan's hand? 
[Is zt net great, cad glorious to be known, 
Mark'd out,and gax'd at thro the wond"ring Town, 
By all the Rabble paſſing up and down ? 
So Oats and Bed/oe have been pointed ar, 
And every buſic Coxcomb of the: State : 
I he meaneſt Felons who through 7o/bory go, 
Moreeyecs,and looks than twenty Poets draw : 
It chis be all, go, have thy poited Name 
Fix'd up with Bills of Quack, and publick Sham; 
To be the ſtop of gaping Prentices, 
And read by reeling Drunkards, when they pits; 
Orelſc to lie expos'd on crading Srall, 


While the bilk'd Owner hires Gazetts to tell, : 
'Mongſl Spaniels loſt;that Authors docs not (ell. , 
Ki | | 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps, fond Fool, thou footh'ſt thy ſelf in 1 
dream, | 


With hopes of purchaſing a laſting Name ? 
Thou think'ſt perhaps thy Trifles ſhall remain, 
Like ſacred Cowley, and immortal Ben? 

But who of all the þold Adventurers, 

Who now drive onthe trade of Fame in Verſe 
Can be enſur'd'in this unfaithful Sea, 

Where there ſo many loſt and ſhipwrack'd be 2 
How many Poems writ in anctent time, 

Which thy Forc-fathers had in great eſteem, 
Which in the crowded Shops bore any rate, 

And fo!d like News-Books, and Afﬀeairs of State, 
Have grawn contemprtible, and lighted ſince, 
As Pordage, Fleckao, or the Britifh Prince 2 
(Juarles, Chapman, Heywood, Withers had Applauſe, 


And Wil, and Ogitby in former days 3 
But now are damn'd to wrapping Drugs,and Wares, 
And cyrs'd by all their broken Stationers: 
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And ſo may'ſt thou perchance paſs ap and down, 


And pleaſe a while th'admiring Court,and Town, 

Who after ſhalt in Duck-/ane Shops be thrown, 

To mould with Si/vefter, and Shirley there, 

And truck for Pots of Ale next Stourbridg-Fair. 

Then who'l not laugh to ſee th' immortal Name 

To vile Mundungus made a Martyr Flame 2? 

And all thy deathleſs Monuments of Wit, 

Wipe Porters Tails, or mount in Paper-kitc 
But, grant thy Poctry ſhould find ſucceſs, 

And ( which is rare ) the ſqueamiſh Criticks pleaſe; 

Admit, it read, and prais'd, and courted bc 

By this nice Age, and all Poſterity ; 

It thou expeCteſt ought but empty Fame ; 

Condemn thy Hopes, and Labours to the Flame: 

The Rich have now learn'd only to admire, 

He, who to greater Favours does aſpire, 

Is mercenary thought, and writes to hire: 


Would'ſt thou to raiſe thine, and thy Countries 
Fame, 


Chuſe ſome old Englifo Hero for thy Theme, 
Bold 
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Bold Arthar, or great Edward's greater Soy, 


* Orourfifth Harry, matchleſs in Renown, 
Make Agincourt, and Creſſy Frields outvic 
The fam'd Lavinian Shores, and Walls pf 7roy; 
What Scipio, what Mzcenas would thou find, 
What S:4ney now to thy great Projedt Kind 2 
Bleſs me ! how great Genius ! how each Line 


Is big with Senſe ! how glorious a Deſign 


Does thro the whole, and each Proportion ſhine ! 
How lofty all his Thoughts, and how inſpir'd ! 
Pity, ſuch wond'rous Parts are not preferr'd : 
Cries a gay wealthy Sot, who would not bail 
For bare five Pounds the Author our of Jail, 


Should he ſtarve there, and rot ; who if a Brief 


Came out the needy Poets to relieve, 
To the whole Tribe would ſcarce a Teſter give. 
But fifty Guianies for a Whiore and Clap ; 


The Peer's well us'd, and comes off wond'rous 
cheap : 
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A Poet would bedear, and out o'rh' way, 
Should he expe& abovea Coach man's pay : 


For this will any dedicate, and lye, 

And dawb the gaudy Aſs with Flattery 2 
For this will any proſtitute his Senſe 

To Coxcombs void of Bounty, as of Brains? 
Yet ſuch is the hard Fate of Writers now, 


They're forc'd for Alms to cach great Name to 
bow : 


Fawn, like her Lap-dog, on her tawdry Grace, 
Commend her Beauty, and bely her Glaſs, 


By which ſhe every morning primes her Face: 


| 

| ( 

Sneak to his Honour, call him Wicty, Brave, l 

And Juſt, tho a known Coward, Fool, or knave, 7 
And praiſe his Lineage, and Nobility, 

Whoſe Arms at firſt came from the Company. W 

*Tis ſo, 'twas ever o, ſince heretofore © Fe 


The blind old Bard, with Dog and Bell before, 


Was fain to fing for Bread from door to door ; 
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The needy Muſes all turn'd Gypfies then, 


And of the begging Trade cer:ſince have been :! ” 

Should mighty Sapphoin theſe days revive, 

And hope upon herſtock of Wit to live'; 

She muſt to Creſwe/'s trudg to mend her Gains, 

And let her Tailto hire; as well asBrains. 

What Poet ever fin'd for Sheriff? or who 

By Wit and Senſe did ever Lord Mayors grow #-” 
My own hard Uſage hereI need: not preſs, 

Where you have every day before your tace 

Plenty of freſh reſembling Inltances : 

Great Cowley's Muſe the ſame ill Treatment had, 

Whoſe Verſe ſhall live for ever to upbraid 


/ 
Th ungrateful World, that left ſuch Worth un 
paid. 


Walter himſelf may thank Inheritance 

For what he elſe had never got by Senſe. 
On Butler who can think withour juſt Rage, 
The Glory, and the Scandal of the Age 2 
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Fair ſtood his hopes, when firſt he came to Town; 


Met every where with welcomes of Renown, 
Courted, and loy'd by all, with wonder read, 
And promiſes of Princely Favour fcd : 

But what Reward forall had he ar laſt, 

After a Life indull expeCtance pals'd ? 


The Wretch at fumming up his miſ-ſpent days 


| 
Found nothing left, but Poverty, and Prailc : 
Of all his Gains by Verſe he could not fave $ 
Enough to purchaſe Flannel, and a Grave : k 
Reduc'd to want, he in ductime fell ſick, A 
Wasfain rodic, and be interr'd on tick: Fi 
And well might bleſs the Fever that was ſent, W 
To rid him hence, and his worſe Fate preyent. Fo 
* You've ſeen what fortune other Poets ſhare; 
View next the FaCtors of the Theatre : Is 
> That conſtant Mart, which all the year does hold, | 
Where Staple wit is barter'd, bought, and ſold; Wl 
Wh 


Here trading Scriblers for their Maintainance: 


Ani Livelihood truſt to a Lott'ry-chance : 


a * 
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But who his Parts would in the Service ſpend, 

| Where all his hopes on Vulgar Breath depend 2 
Where every Sot, for paying half a Crown, 

Has the Prerogative to cry him down? 

Sidley indeed may be content with Fame, 

Nor care ſhould an ill-judging Audience damn : 

Bur Settle, and the Reſt, that writ for Pence, 
Whoſe whole Eftate's an ounce, or two of Brains, 
Should athin Houle on the third day appear, 
Muſt ſtarve, or live in Tartrers all the year. 

And what can weexpet that's brave and preat, '5 
Froma poor needy Wretch, that writes to eat 2 
Who the ſucceſs of the next Play muſt wait 


For Lodging, Food, and Cloaths, and whoſe chief 
care | 


Is how to ſpunge for the next Meal, and where 2? 
Hadſt thou of old in flouriſhing Arhexs liv'd, 
When all the learned Arts in Glory thriv'd, 


When mighty Sophocles the Stage did ſway, 


And Poets by the State were held in pay ; 


'Iwere« 


76 ASATTR. 
Twere worth thy Pains to cultivate thy Muſe, 


And daily wonders then it: might produce ; 
But who would now write Hackney to a Stage, 
That's only thought the Nuiſance of the Age? 


Goafter this, and beatrhy wretched Brains, 


And toil to bring in thankleſs Ideots means : 
Turn o're dull Horace,and the Claſſick Fools, 


To poach for Senle, and hunt for idle Rules : 
Be free of Tickets, and the Play-houſes, 
To make ſome tawdry Attrels there by Prize, 


And ſpend thy third Days gains/twixt her clapd 
" Thighs. 


' All Trades, and all Profeſſions here abound, 
And yet Encouragement for all i is found : 

Herea vile Emprrick, who by Licence kills, 
Who every Week helps to increaſe the Bills, | 
Wears 'Velver, keeps his Coach, and Whore beſide, 


For what leſs Villains muſt to T yburn ride. 


There a dull trading Sor, in Wealth o'regro\wn 


By thriving Knayery,can call his own. 
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Adozen Mannors, and if Fare ſtill bleſs, 


Expett as many Counties to pollels. 

Punks, Panders, Bawds, all their due Penſions gain, 
And every day the Great Mens Bounty drain : 
Laviſh expence on Wit, has never yet 

Been tax'd amongſt the Grievances of State. 

The Turky, Guinny, India Gainers be, 

And all but the Poertick Company : 

Each place of Traffick, Bantam, Smyrna, Zant, 
Greenland, Virginia, Sevil, Alicant, 

And France, that ſends us Dildoes, Lace, and Wine, 
Vaſt profit all, and large Returns bring in: 


Parnaſſus only is that barren Coaſt, 


Where the whole Voyage, and Adventure's loſt; 
Then be advis'd, the flighted Muſe torſake, 
| And Coke, and Dalton for thy ftudy take: 
For Fees each Term ſweat in the crowded Hall, 


And there for Charters, and crack'd Titles bawl: 
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Where M—— 4 thrives, and pockets more cach 
year 


Than forty Laurcats of the Theatcr, 
Or elſe to Orders, and the Church berake 


Thy ſelf, and that thy furure Refuge make : 


There fawn on ſome proud Patron to engage 


Th' Advowſon of caſt Punk, and Parſonage: 


Or ſooth the Court,and preach up Kingly Right, 


To gaina Prebend'ry, and Mitre by't. 


In fine, turn Pettifogger, Canoniſt, 
Civilian, Pedant, Mountebank, or Pricſt, 


Soldier, or Merchant, Fidler, Painter, Fencer, 


Jack-pudding, Juggles, Player, or Rope-dancer : 


Preach, Plead, Cure, Fight, Game,Pimp,Beg,Cheat, 
or Thieve ; 


Beall but Poct, and there's way to live. 

But why dolin'vain my Counſel ſpend 
On one whom there's ſo lirtle hope to mend ? 
Where perhaps as fruitleſly exhort, 


As Lenten Doctors, when they Preach at Court ? 


Not 
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Not enter'd Punks from Luſt they once have tried, 


Not Fops, and Women from Conceit, and Pride, 


Not Bawds from Impudence, Cowards from Fear, 


Nor ſear'd unfeeling Sinners paſt Deſpair, 


Arc half ſo hard, and ſtubborn to reduce, 


Asa poor Wretch, when once poſleſs'd with Muſe. 


If therefore, whar I've ſaid, cannot avail, 


Nor from the Rhiming Folly thee recal, 


But ſpite of all thou wilt be obſtinate, 


And run thy ſelf upon avoidleſs Fate; 


> May'ſtrhou goon unpitied, rill thou be 
{ Brought to the Pariſh, Bridge, and Beggary: 
Till urg'd by want, like broken Scriblers, thou 


Turn Poet to a Beoth, a Smithfield-Show, 


TOES Sear i Een bu intakes > YA 


And write Heroick Verſe for Bartholmew. 
Then lighted by rhe very Nurſery, 
May'!t thou art laſt be forc'd to ſtarye,like me. 
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The Poet brings in a Friend of bis, 2iving him 


an account why he removes from London to 
live in the Country. | 

H O much concern'd to lcave my-dcar old 4 

| Friend, Y 
[| muſt however his Deſign commend f} 


Ot fixing in the Country : for were 1 


As {ree tochule my Reſidence, as he ; 


in Imitation of the Third of Juvenal. 18x 
The Peaxe, the Fens, the Hundreds,or Lands.cnd, 


I would prefer to Fleetſtreet, or the Strand. 


Whar place fo deſart, and fo wild is there, 


Whoſe Inconveniencies one would not bcar, 
Rather than the Alarms of midnight Fire, 


The fa!ls ot Houſes, Knavecy of Cits, 


# 


The Plots of FaCtions, and rhe noiſe of Wits, 
And thouſand other Plagues, which up and down 
E1ch day and hour infeſt the curſed Town 2 

As Fate wou'l have't, on the appointed day 
Ot parting hence, I met him on the way, | 
Hard by Milz-end, the place ſofam'd of late, 
In Proſe, and Verle tor the great Fations Treat 3 
Here we ſtood (till, and afcer Complements 
Of courſe, and wiſhing his good Journey hence, 
[ ask' whar ſudden cauſes made him flic | 
The once-lov'd Town, and his dear Company : 
When, on the hated Profpett looking back, 


Thus with juſt rage the good old 7:mon fpake. 


Since 
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Sjnce Virtue here in no repute is had, 


Since Worth 1s (corn'd, Learning and Scnſe un 
| paid, 


And Knavery the only thriving Trade; 
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Finding my ſlender Fortune every day 


Dwindle, and waſte inſenſibly away, 


I, like a loſing Gameſter, thus retreat, 


To manage wiſelicr my laſt ſtake of Fate: 


While I have ſtrength, and want no ſtaff to prop 
My tott'ring Limbs, e're Age has made me ſtoop 
Bencarh irs weight, creall my Thread be ſpun, 
And Lite has yer in ſtore ſome Sands to run, 
'Tis my Relolye to quit the nauſeous Town. 

Let thriving Morecraft chuſe his dwelling there, 


Rich with the Spoils of ſome young ſpend thriti 
Heir : 


Let the Plot-mongers ſtay behind, whoſe Art 
Can Truth to Sham, and Sham to Truth convert : 
'hoever has an Houſe to Build, or S-t, 


His Wifc, his Conſcience, or his Oath to let : 
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Who ever has, or hopes for Offices, 


A Navy, Guard, or Cuſtom-houle's Place : 


Let ſharping Courciers ſtay,who chere are great 


By putting the falſe Dice on King, and State. 


\ 
Where they,who once were Grooms,and Foot-Boys 
known, 


Arc now to fair Eſtates, and Honours grown ; 


Nor necd we envy them, or wonder much 


At their fantaſtick Greatneſs, ſince they're ſuch, 
Whom Fortunz oft in her capricious freaks 


Is pleas'd to raiſe from Kennels, and the Jakes, 


Fa 


To Wealth, and Dignity above the reſt, _ 
When ſhe is frolick, and diſpos'd to jeſt. 
I live in Loudon 2 What ſhould I do there 2 
I cannot lyc, nor flatter, nor forſwear-: 
I can't commend a Book, or Piece of Wit, 
(Thoa Lord were the Author ) dully writ : 
I'm no Sir Sydrophel to read the Stars, 


And caſt Nativiries for lon ging Heirs, 


% 
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When Fathers ſhall drop off: no Gadbury 


To tell the minute,when the King ſhall die, 

And you know what —come in : nor can I ſteer, 

And tack about my Conlcience, whenloc're, 

To a new Point, I ſee Religion veer. 

Ler others pimp to Courrtier's Lechery, 

T'll draw no Ciry-Cuckold's Curſe on me : 

Nor would I doit, tho to be made great, 

Andrais'd to the chict Miniſtry of State. 

Therefore I think it fit to rid the Town 

Of one, that is an uſeleſs member grown. 
Beſides, who has pretence to Favour now, 

But he, who hidden Villany docs know, 


Whoſe Breaſt does with ſome burning Secret 
glow ? | 


By none thou ſhalt preferr'd, or valued be, 
That truſts thee with an honeſt Secreſic: 
He only may togreat mens Friendſhip reach, 


Whe Great Men, when he pleaſes, can impeach. 


7 
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Ler others thus aſpire to Dignity ; 


For me, I'd not their envied Grandeur buy 
| Forall th' Exchangeis worth, that Pauls will coſt, 
; Or was of late inthe Scorch Voyage loſt. 
What would it boot, if I, togain my end, 
Forgo my Quiet, and my caſe of mind, 
Still fear'd, ar laſt betray'd by my great Friend, 
Another Cauſe, which I muſt boldly own, 
And not the leaſt, for which I quit the Town, 
Is to behold it made the Common ſhore, 
| Where France doesall her Filth, and Ordure pour : 
* Whar Spark of true old Eng/iſh rage can bear 
| Thoſe, who were Slaves at home, go Lord it here ? 
We've all our Faſhions, Language, Complements, 
Our Muſick, Dances, Curing, Cooking thence; 
And we ſhall have their Pois'ning too e're long, 
| It ſtill in the improvement we goon. 


What would'ſt thou ſay, great Zarry, ſhould'ſt 
thou view 


Thy gawdy flutt'ring Race of Eng/iſ now, 
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Thcir tawdry Cloaths, Pulvilio's, Elſlences, 


Their Chedreax Perruques, and thoſe Vanities, 


- Which thou, and they of old did fodeſpile ? 
What Would'ſt thou fay to ſee th infefted Town 
With the fowl Spawn of Forciners o're-run? 
Hither from Par, and all Parts they come, 
The Spue, and Vomit of their Goals at home ; 


To Court they flock, and to St. Fames his Square, 


And wriggle into Great Mens Service there : 


Foot-boys at firſt, till they, from wiping Shooes, 


22 x LA 


Grow by degrees the Maſters of the Houle: n* 


Ready of Wit, harden'd of Impudence, | 
Able with cace to put down cither 77 | / 
Boththe King's Player, and King's Evidence : R 
Flippant of Talk, and voluble of Tongue, be 
With words at will, no Lawyer better hung ; L A 
_ Soſter than flattering Court-Paraſite, | 
Or City-Trader, when he means to cheat : | T 
No Calling, or Profcfiion comes amils, ; By 
A needy Monfteur can be what he pleaſe, | A 


Groom, 
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Groom, Page, Valet, Quack, Operator, Fencer, 


Perfumer, Pimp, Jack-pudding, Juggler, Dancer : 

Give butthe word ; the Cur will fetch and brings 

Come over to the Emperoxr, or King : 

Or, if you pleaſe, fly o'rethe Pyramid, 

Which F——- and the reſt in vain have tried, 
Can I have patience, and cadure to ſee 

The paltry Forein Wretch take place of me, 

Whom the ſame Wind, and Veſlel brought aſhore, 

That brought prohibired Goods, and Dildocs ore 2 | 

Then, pray, what mighty Priviledge is there 


For me, that at my Birth drew Engliſh Air 2 


' And where's the Benefit to have my Veins 


| Run Brt7/þ Bloud, if there's no ditterence' 


| 4 Louſe, or Fleaſhall for a Camel paſs: 


| 'Twixt me, and him, the Statute Freedom gave, 
> And madea Subject of a true-born Slave? 


But nothing ſhocks, and is more loath'd by me, 


© Than the vile Raſcal's fulſom Flattery : 
| By help of chis falſe Magnifying Glas, 
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Produce an hideous Wight, more ugly far 


Than thoſe ill Shapes, which in old Hangings are, 


Hl make him ſtrait a Beau Garzon appear : 


Commend his Voice, and Singing, tho he bray 


Worſe than Sir Martin Marr-a//in the Play : 
And if heRhime ; ſhall praiſe tor Standard Wir, 


More ſcurvy ſenſe than Pryn, and Yickars Writ, 


— PI Y —_ 2 wells” 


And here's the miſchict, rho we ſay the ſame, 


Heis believ'd, and we arc thought to ſham : 
Do you but ſmile, immediately the Beaſt 
Laughsout aloud, tho he ne'r heard the Jeſt ; 


Pretend, you're ſad, he's preſently in Tears, 


Yet gricves no more than Marble, when it wears i 
Sorrow in Metaphor : but ſpeak of Heat; 
O God !, how ſultry 'tis > he'lcry, and ſweat F 
In depth of Winter : ſtrait, if you complain 8 
Ot Cold ; the Wearther-glals is ſunk again : , L 


Then he'l call for his Frize-Campaign,and {wea 


Tis beyond Eighty, he's in Greenland here. . 
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Thus he ſhifts Scenes, and oft'nerin a day 


Can change his Face, than Actors at a Play : 


There's nought ſo mean, can ſcape the flatrring 
Sot, 


$ Not his Lord's Snuft-box, nor his Powder-Spot : 
7 1f he bur Spit, or pick his Teeth; he'l cry, 


How every thing becomes you ? let me die, 

| Tour Lordſhip does it moſt judiciouſly : 

And ſwear, 'tis faſhionable, it he Sneeze, 
| Extremely taking, and it needs mult pleaſe. 

| Belides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 
| From the hot Satyr's rampant Lechery: 

| Nor Wife, nor Virgin-Daughter can eſcape, 

* Scarce thou thy ſelf, or Son avoid a Rape : 

' All muſt 0 pad-lock'd : it nought elſe there be, 

Suſpect thy very Stables Chaſtity. 
* Byrhis the Vermin into Secrets creep, 


: Thus Familics in awe they ſtriveto keep. 
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What living for an Eg/i/h man is there, 


Where ſuch as theſe get head, and domineer, 


Whoſe uſe and cuſtom 'tis,never to ſhare. 

A Friend,bur love to reign without diſpute, 
Without a Rival, full, and abſolute 2 

Soon as the Inſet pets his ZZonour's ear, 

And fly-blows ſome of's poys'nous malice there, 
Strait I'm turn'd off, kick'd out of doors, diſcarded, 


And all my former Service difregarded. 
But leaving theſe Meſſewrs, for fear thatT 
Be thought of the S7/k-Weavers Mutiny, 
From the loath'd ſubjeCt let us haſten on, 
To mention other Grievances in Town : 
And further, what Reſpect at all is had 
Ot poor men here 2 and how's their Service paid, 
Tho they be ne'r ſo diligent to wait, 
To ſneak, and dance attendance on the Great ? 
No mark of Favour is to be obtain'd F 


By one,that ſucs,and brinys an empry hand : 


a 
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And all his merit is but madea Sport, 


Unleſs he glut ſome Cormorant at Courr. 

' *Tis now a common thing, and uſual here, 
To ſec the Son of ſome rich Uſurer 
Take place of Nobles, keep his firſt-rate Whore, 
And fora Vaulting bour, or two give more. 


Than a Guard-Captains Pay : mean while the 
Breed 


Of Peers, reduc'd to Poverty, and there 

Are fain totrudg to the Bank-fide, and there 

Take up with Porters leavings, Suburb-Ware, 
There ſpend that Bloud, which their great Anceſtor 


| So nobly ſhed at Creſſy heretofore, 


Thought worth the ſaving, of all humane Race, 


Ar Brothel-Fights in ſome toul Common-hore. 


Produce an Evidence, tho juſt he be, 


' Asrighteous Job, or Abrabam, or He, 


Whom Heaven, when whole Nature ſhipwrack'd 
was, 


t9z 


Or Yother, who the flaming Delugeſcap'd, 
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When Sodom's Lechers Angels would have rapd ; 


How rith he is, muſt the firſt queſtion be, 
Next for his Manners, and Integrity : 

They 1 ask, what Equipage he keeps, and what 
He's reckon'd worth in Money, and Eſtate, 

For Shrieve how oft he has been known to fine, 
And with how many Diſhes he does dine : 

For look what Caſha perſon has in ſtore, 

Juſt ſo much Credit has he, and no more : 
Should I upon a thouſand Bibles Swear , 


And call cachSaint throughout the Calendar: 


To vouch my Oath; it won't be taken here ; 


The Poor (light Heav'n, and Thunderbolts ( they 


And Heayv'n it ſelf docs at ſuch Trifles wink. 


think ) 


Beſides, whar ſtore of gibing ſcoffs are thrown 


On one, that's poor, and meanly clad in Town ; 


If his Apparel ſeem but overworn, 


His Stockings out at hcel,or Breeches torn ? 


Oae 
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Oae tak&s occaſion his ript Shooe to:flour, 

And ſwears 'chas been at Priſon-Gratesliung our: . 
Another ſhrowdly jeers his coarſe Crevar, 

Becauſe himſelf wears Point : a third his Har; 

And moſt unmercifully ſhews his Wit, 

If it be old, or docs not cock aright : 

Nothing in Poverty ſo ill is born, 

As 1ts expoſing men to'grinning ſcorn, 

To be by tawdcy Coxcembs pils'd upon, 

And made the jeſting-ſtock of each Buffoon: 

Turn out there,Friend / (cries one at Church)ehe Pew 
Is not for ſuch mean ſcoundrel Cars, as you LEP 

'7 is for your Betters kept: Belike, ſome Sor, 

That knew no Father, was on Bulks begot 

But now is tais'd to am Eſtate, and Pride, 

By having the kind Proverb on his fide: 

| LetGripe and Cheatwel take their Places there; 
And Daſh the Scriv'ners gawdy ſparkiſh Heir, 

| That wears thee ruin'd Orphans on his back : 
Mean while you inthe Alley ſtand; and ſheak : 


© And 
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And you therewith muſt reſt contented, ſince 


Almighty Wealth does put ſuch difference. 

What Citizen a Son-in-law will take, 

Bred ne'r ſo.well, that can't a Joynter make ? 

What man of ſenſe, that's poor, &'re ſummon'd is. 

Amonoſt the Common-Council to advile 2 

Ar Veſtry-Conſults when does he appear, 

For chooſing of ſome Pariſh.Officer, 

| Oc making Leather-Buckets for the Choir ? 
*Tis hard forany man toriſe, that feels 

His Virtueclog'd with Poverty at heels: 

Burt harder 'tis by much in Loydon, where 


A ſorry Lodging, coarſe, and ſlender Fare, 


—_ — 


Fire, Water, Breathing, everything is dear: - 
Yet ſnchas cheſe an carthen Diſh diſdain, 
With which their Anceſtors, in Edgar's Reign, 
Were ſerv'd, and thought it no diſgrace to dine, 
Tho they were rich, had ſtore of Leather-Coin. 
Low as their Fortune is, yct- they deſpiſe 


A man that walks the ſtreets in homely Frize 


To 
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Toſpeak the truth, great part of England now 

In their own Cloth will ſcarce vouchſife to g0: 
Only, the Statutes Penalty to ſave, 

Some few perhaps wear Woollen in the Grave. 
Hereall go gaily dreſt, altho it be 

Aboye their Means, their Rank, and Quality : 
The moſt in borrow'd Gallantry are clad, 

For which the Tradeſmen's Books are {till unpaid : 
This Fault is common in the meaner ſort, | 
That they muſt needs affeR ro bear the Port 

Ot Gentlemen, though they want Income for't. 


Sir, to be ſhort, in this expenſive Town 


There's nothing without Money to be done : 
What will you give to be admitted there, 

| And brought to ſpeech of ſome Court-Miniſtet ? 
| What will you give to have the quarter: face, 

| The {quint and nodding go-by of. his Grace ? 

# His Porter, Groom, and Steward muſt have Fees, 
| And you may ſec the Tombs, and Toz't for leſs * 


Hard 
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Hard Fate of Suitors ! who muſt pay, and pray 


To Livery-ſlaves, yet oft goſcorn'd away, 


Who e'reat Barnet, or S. Albans fears 


To have his Lodging drop about his ears, 
Unleſs a ſudden Hurricane beſal, 
Or ſuch a Wind as blew old No/to Hell? 


Here we build light,what ſcarceout laſts the Leaſe, 


Without the helps of Props, and Buttreſles: 


And Houſes now adays as much require 


To be cnſur'd from Falling, as from Fire. 


There Buildings are ſubſtantial, tholefs ncat, 


And kept with care both Wind, and Water-tight : 


There you in ſafe ſecurity arcbleſt, 


And nought, but Conſcience to diſturb your Reſt, | 

E am for living where no Fires aftright, 
No Bells rung backward break my ſkep at night : 
} ſcarce lie down, and draw my Curtains here, 1 
Bur irait I'm rous'd by the next Houſe on Fire: I, 
Pale, and halt acad with Fear, my ſelf I raiſe, 1 


And find my Room all over in a blaze: 
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By this 'chas ſciz'd onthe third Stairs, and I 


Can now diſcerh no other Remedy, 


But leaping out at Window ts get free : 


Forif the Miſchief from the Cellar came, 


Be ſure the Garret is the laſt, rakes flame. 


The movcables of P ge Were a Bed 


| For him, and's Wite, a Piſs-pot by its ſide, 


A Looking-glaſs upon the Cupboards Head, 
A Comb-caſe, Candleſtick, and Pewter-ſpoon, 


* For want of Plate, with Desk to write upon: 


* A Box without a Lid ſerv'd to contain 

| Few Authors, which made up his Vatican : 

} And there his own immortal Works were laid, 
On which che barbarous Mice for hunger prey'd : 

# P—— had nothing, all the world does know ; 

And yet ſhould he have loſt this Nothing too, 

| No one the wretched Bard would have ſuppli'd 


; With Lodging, Houſc-room, or a Cruſt of Bread, 


fs 
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Bur if the Fire burn dowg ſome Great Man's 
_ Houſe, - 


All ſtrait are intereſſed in the loſs : 
T he Court is ſtrait in Mourning ſure enough, 
The Att, Commencement, and the Term put off: 
Then we Miſchances of the Town lament, 

And Faſts are kept, like Judgments to preyent. 
Our comes a Brief immediately, with ſpeed 

To gather Charity as far as Tweed. 

Nay, while 'tis burning, ſome will ſend him in 
Timber, and Scone to build his Houſe agen: 
Others choice F urniture : here ſome rare picce 
Ot Rubens, or Vandike preſcated is: 

There a rich Suit of Moreclack-Tapeſtry, 

A Bed of Damask, or Embroidery : 

One gives a fine Scrirore, or Cabinct, 

Another a huge maſlie Diſh of Plate, 

Or Bag of Gold; thus he at length gets more 

_ By kind misfortune than he had before : 
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And all ſuſped it for a laid Deſign, , - | 
As if he did himſelf the Fire begin, .. -.; *, 
| Could you but beadvisd to leaye the Town, , ;.i 


And from . dear Plays,” and PS Friends be 
drawn, 


An handſom Dwelling might be hadin Kent, 
Surrey, or Eſſex, at a cheaper Rent 

Than what you're forc'd togive for one half year | 
To lie, like Lumber, i ina Garret here : 

A Garden there, and Well, thatnecds no Rope, 
Engine, or Pains'ro Crane irs Waters up : 


Water is there through Natures Pipes convey'd, 


For which no Cuſtom, or Exciſe is paid: 

Had I the ſmalleſt Sport of Ground, which ſcarce 

Would Summer half a dozen Graſhoppers, 

Not larger than my Grave, tho hence remote, 

Far as St, Michaels Mount, I would goto'r, 

Dwell there content, and thank the Fatcs to boot, 
Here want of Reſt a nights more People kills 

Than all the College, and the weekly Bills : 


OQ 4 Where 
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| Where none have privilege to ſleep, but thoſe, - 
Whoſe Purſes cafi compound for their Repoſe : 
In vainTgo to bed, or cloſemy eyes, 
Methinks the place the middle Region is, 
Where I lie down inStorms, in Thunder riſe: 
The reſtleſs Bells ſuch Din i in Steeples keep, 


That ſcarce the Dead can in their Church- -yards 
' ſleep: 


Huzza's of Drunkards,Bell-mens midnight-Rhimes, 
The noiſe of Shops, with Hawkers early Screams, 
Beſides the Brawls of Coach: men, when they meer, 
And ſtopin turnings of a narrow Street, 
Such a loud Medly of confuſion make, 
As drowſie 4 —-7 on the Bench w ould wake. 

It you walk out in Bus'neſs ne'r ſo great, 


Ten thouſand ſtops you muſt expect to meet: 


| ( 
Thick Crouds in every Placc you muſt charge Þ v 
through, 4 
And ſtorm your Paſlage, whereſoc'r you go: / 
While Tides of Followers behind you throng, ; f 


And, preſſingon your hcels, ſhove you along : 
One 
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One with a Board; 'or Rafter hits your Head, 


Another with his Elbow bores your fide ; 

Some tread upon your Corns, ' perhapsin ſport, 
Mean while your Legsare cav'd all o're with Dirr. 
Here you the March of a flow Fugeral wait, 
Advancing to the Church with ſolemn State : 
There a Sedan, and Lacquies ſtop your way, 
That bears ſome Punk of Honour to the Play : 
Now you ſome mighty piece of Timber meer, 
Which totv'ring threatens ruine to the Streer : 

| Next a huge Portland Stone, for building Pazls, 
| If elf almoſt a Rock, on Carriage rowls: 

Which, if it fall, would cauſe a Maſhere, 

And ſerve at once to murder, and interr. 

| If whatT'veſaidcan'tfrom the Town aftright, 
| Conſider other dangers of the Night : 

When Brickbars are from upper Stories thrown, 

| And emptied Chamber pots come pouring down 
| | FromGarrert Windows : you have cauſe to bleſs 


| The gentle Stars, if you come off with Piſs: 
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So many Fates attend, a man had nced, 


-Ne'r walk without a Surgeon by his ſide : 
And he can hardly now diſcreet be thought, 
That does not make his Will, cre he go Our. 

If this you ſcape, twenty to one, you-meet 


Some of the drunken Scowrers of the Street, 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs of warlike Deeds perform'd, 
Of Conſtables ſubdu'd, and Brothels ſtorm'd : 
Theſe, if a Quarrel, or a Fray be miſt, 

Are ill at caſe a nights, and want their Reſt. 

For miſchiefis a Lechery to ſome, 

And ſerves to make them ſleep like Laudanum. 
Yet heated, as they are, with Youth, and Wine, 


It rhey diſcern a Train of Flamboes ſhine, | 
If a Great Man with his gilt Coach appear, 


4 
And a ſtrong Guard of Foot-boys in the rear, | « 
The Raſcals ſacak, and ſhrink their Heads for fear.\ Þ I 
Poor me, who uſe no Light to walk about, s ( 
Save what the Pariſh, or the Skies hang out, * A 


They 
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They value not : *tis worth your while to hear | ! 
"4 


The ſcuffle, it that be a ſcuffle, where - | 
| Another gives the Blows, I only bear : \ \ 
He bids me ſtand : of force I muſt give way, - 

For 'twere a ſenſleſs rhing to diſobey, 

And ſtruggle here, where I'd as goed oppoſe 

S My lſelfro P and his Maſtiffs looſe. 

| Who's there ? he cries, and takes you by the Throar, 


Dog ! are you dumb 2 Speak quickly, elſe my Foot © 
Shall march about your Buttecks: whence dye come, 
* From what Bulk-ridden Strumpet reeking home 2? 
| Saving your reverend Pimpſhip, where d'ye ply ? 
How may one have a Job of Lechery 2? 

If you ſay any thing, or hold your peace, 

| Andfilently go off ; 'ris all a caſe : 

Still he lays on : nay well, if you ſcape ſo : 

| Perhaps he'l clapan Aion on you too 

2 Of Battery : nor need he fear to meet 

A Jury to his turn, ſhall do him righr, 


kw. 
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And bring him in large Damage for a Shooe 
Worn out, beſides the pains, in kicking you, 
A Poor Man muſt expe& nought of redreſs, 
But Patience : his beſt way inſuch a caſe - 
Is tobe thankful tor the Drubs, and beg 
That they would mercifully ſpare one leg, 
Or Arm unbroko, and let him go-away 


With Teerh enough to eat his Meat next day. 

Nor is this all, which you have cauſe to fear, 
Oft we encounter midnight Padders here: 
When the Exchanges, and the Shops are cloſe, 
And therich Tradeſman in his Counting-houſe 
To view the Profits of the day withdraws. 


Hither in flocks from Shooters-Hi/ they come, 


To ſeek their Price, and Booty nearer home : 


Tour Purſe ! they cry ; *tis madneſs to refiſt, 


Or ſtrive with a cock'd Piſtol at your Breaſt ; 


And theſe cach day ſoſtrong and numerous grow, 


The Town can ſcarce afford them Jail-room now. 


Happy | 


- 
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Happy the times of the old Heptarchy, 


Erc London knew ſomuch of Villany | 
Then fatal Carts through Ho/born ſeldom went, 
And Tyburn with few Pilgrims was content : 
A leſs, and ſingle Priſon then wouldido, « -- 7 
And ery'd the City, þrid ch Coutiry roo. © © 
Thele are the Reaſons, Sir, which drive me hence, 
To which I might add more; would Time diſpenſe, 
To hold you longer ; but the Sun draws low, 
The Coach is hard at hand, and I muſt po : 
Therefore, dear Sir, farewel - and when the Town 
From better Company can ſpare you down, 
To make the Country with your Preſence bleſt, 
Then viſit your old Friend amongſt the reſt ; | 
ThereTl find leiſure ro unlade my mind 
Of what RemarquesI now muſt leave behind : 
The Fruits of dear Experience, which with theſe 
Improv'd will ſerve-for hints, and notices : 
And when you write again, may be of uſe 


 Toturniſh Satyr for your dazing Mule. 


Dichyrambick 
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BY | 
? Ki ' , you: arc mighty wiſe, 1 warrant, mighty 


wile! 


With al your godly Tricks, and Artifice, 


Who think to chouſe me of my dear and pleaſant 
Vice. 


Hence holy Sham! in vain your fruitleſs Toil 


Go, and {ome-unexperienc'd Fop beouile, 
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Toſome raw entring Sinner cant," and Whine, 
Who never knew the worth of Drunkennels and 

Wine. a , 
I've tried and proy'd, and found it all Divine: 
Itis refolv'd, I will drink on; and die; | | 


Fllaot one minute loſe, not I, © 


4 


To hear your troubleſom Divinity 35 
Fill me atop-full Glaſs, T'll drink ir on the Knee, . 
Confuſion to the next that ſpoils good Company. |, 

—.-- 
That Gulp was worth a Soul like ir it, it went, 


And thorowout new Lite, and Vigour ſent 2 

I feel it warm at once my Head, and Heart.: 

[el ir allin all, and all inevery part. - 
Let the vile Slaves of Busneſs toil, and ſtrive, 
Who want the Leiſure, or the Wirto live; - 
While we Lite's tedious journey ſhorter make, 


And. "og thoſe © Joys which h they lack ſenſe. to 
= fa Rene 
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Thus live the Gods ( if ought above our ſelyes 
there be ) 


They live ſo happy, unconcern'd, and free: 
Like us they fit, and witha careleſs Brow 


Laughat the petty Jars of Humane kind beloy: 


Like us they ſpend their Age in gentle Eaſe, 


Like us they drink; for what were all their Heay'n, 
alas! 


If ſober, and compell'd to Seat that Happineſs. 
oo tiohaetl 3x20 2H] 3 
Aſſiſt almighty Wine, for thou alone haſt Power, 
© Andother I'll iavoke no more, 
Aſſiſt, while withjuſt Praiſe 1 thee odore; 
Aided by thee, Idare thy worth rehearſe, © 


In Flights above the common _ of grove 
| _ Verſe; 'R, | £24 L $i L 


Thovart the; Worlds yo—_ hit heay nl 
Fire, 


Which doſt o our r dull half kindled fy infoirs 
We nothing gallant, an. above our ſelves pt6duce, 
Till chou do'ſt finiſh Man, and Reinfule. 
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Thoy art the only ſource of all, the world calls 
great, 


Thou did(t the Poets firſt,and they the Gods create: 


Tothce their Rage, their Hear, their Flame thcy 
owe, 


Thon run(t halt ſhare with Art, and Nature too. 
They owe their Glory, and Renown to thee; 
Thou giv'{t their Verſe, and chem Ecerniry. 
Great Alexander, that big'{t Word of Fame, 
That fills her Throat, and almoſt rends the ſame, 
Whoſe Valour found the World too ftrait a Stage 
For his wide ViQories, and boundleſs Rave, 
Gor not Repute by War alone, but thee, 

He knew, he ne'r could conquer by Sobriety, 


And .drunk as well as fought for univerſal Mo- 
narchy. - 


IV. 
Pox o' that lazy Claret / how it ſtays ? 
Were it again to pals the Seas ; 
'T would ſooner bein Cargo here, 


Tis now a long Eaſt-India Voyage, half a year. 


P 'Sdeath! 
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*Sdeath.! here's a minute loſt, an Age,I mean, 


Slipt by, and ne'r to be retriev'd again. 


For pitty ſuffer not the precious Juyce to die, 


I.ct us prevent our own, and irs Morrality : 
Like it,our Life with ſtanding and Sobriety is pall'd, 
And like it too, whendead, can never berecall'd. 
Puſh on the Glaſs, let it meaſure out each hour, 
For every Sand an Health let's pour : 
Switt as the rowling Orbs above, 
And let it too as regularly move: 


Swiſt as Heay'ns drunken rcd-fac'd Traveller, the 
Sun, 


And never reſt, till his laſt Race be done, 
Till time it ſelf be allrun our, and we 


Have drunk our ſelves into Eternity. 


V. 
Six ina hand begin! we'll drink it twice apicce. 
A Health to all that love, and honour Vice. 
Six more as Oft to the great Founder of the Vine, 


( A God he was, Im ſure, or ſhould have been ) 


The 


4 DITHTRAMBICK un * 
The ſecond Father of Mankind I mcant, #5 


He, when the angry Pow'rs a Deluge ſent, 


When tor their Crimes our ſinful Race was 
drown'd, 


The only bold, and vent'rous man was found, 


Who durſt be drunk agen, and with new Vice the 
World replant. 


The mighty Patriarch 'twas of bleſſed Me- 


mory, 
Who ſcap'd in the great Wreck of all Mortality, 


And ſtock'd the Globe afreſh with a brave drinking 
Progeny, 


In vain would ſpighttul Nature us reclaim, 
Who to ſmall Drink our ſe thought fit ro damn, 
And et us out o'th' reach of Wine, 


In hope ſtrart Bounds could our yaſt Thirſt con. 
fine. 


He taught us firſt with Ships the Seas to roam, 
Taught us from Forein Lands to fetch ſupply, 


Rare Art ! that makes all the wide world our 
home, 


Makes every Realm pay Tribute to our Luxury, 


P 2 VI. Adicu 


A DITHTRAMBICK. 


VI. 


Adicu poor tott'ring Reaſon ! tumble down ! 


This Glaſs ſhall all thy proud uſurping Powers 
drown, 


And Wit on thy caſt Ruines ſhall ereCt her Throne: 
Adieu, thou fond Diſturber of our Life | 


That check'ſt our Joys, with all our Pleaſure artat 
ſtrife: 


I've ſomething brisker now to govern me, 


A morecxalted noble Faculty, 


Above thy Logick, and vain boaſled Pedantry. 


Inform me, if you can, ye reading Sors, what 'tis, 


That guides th' unerring Deities: 
They no baſe Reaſon to their Attions bring, 


But move by ſome more high, more heavenly 
thing, 


And are withour Deliberation wiſe : 
Ev'n ſuch is this, at leaſt 'tis much the ſame, 


For which dull Schoolmen neyer yet could find 4 
name, 
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Call ye this madneſs ? damn that ſober Fool, 


('Twas ſure ſome dull Philoſopher, ſome rea&ning 
Tool ) 


Who the reproachful Term did firſt deviſe, 
And brought a ſcandal on the beſt of Vice. 
Go, ask me, whar's the rage young Prophets feel, 
When they with holy Frenzy reel : 
Drunk with the Spirits of infus'd Divinity, 


They rave, and ſtagger, and are mad, like me. 


VII. 


Oh, what an Ebb of Drink have we 2 


Bring us a Deluge, fill us up the Sca, 

Let the vaſt Ocean be our mighty Cup; 

| We'ldrink'r,and allirs Fiſhes too like Loaches up. 
| Bid the CanaryFleetland here : we'llpay 

G The Fraight, and Cuſtom too defray : 
FO every mana Ship, and when the Store 


* Is cmpried ; let them ſtrait diſpatch, and Sail for 
, more: 


"Tis 
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'Tis gone : and now have at the Rhine, 


- With all its petty Rivulets of Wine: 


The Empire's Forces with the Spaniſh well com. 
bine, 


We'll make their Drink roo in confederacy joyn, 


*"Ware France the next : this Round Bourdcaus 
ſhall ſwallow, 


Champagy, Langon, and Bu7gundy ſhall follow. 
Quick let's foreſtal Lorais ; 


We'll ſtarve his Army, all their Quarters drain, 


And without Treaty put anend to the Campagn, 


Go, ſet the Univerſe a tilt, turn the Globe up, 
Squceze out the laſt, the flow unwilling Drop: 


A pox of cmpry Nature! ſince the World's drawn 
dry 
p, 


Tis time we quit mortality, 
"Tis rime we now pive out, and dic, 
Leſt weare plagu'd with Dulneſs and Sobricty. i 


. Beſer with Link-boys, we'll in triumph go, 


| ATroop of ſtagg'ring Ghoſts down to the Shades 
beloww : 


Drunk 
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Drunk we'll march off, and reel intothe Tomb, 


Natures convenient dark Retiring Room ; 


And there, from Noiſe remoy'd, and all cumultuous 
{trite, 


Sleep out the dull Fatigue, and long Debauch of 
Lite. 


[ Tries to go off, but tumbles down, and falls 


aſleep, 
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Advertiſement. 


= Author of theſe following Po- 
ems being dead, the Publiſher 
thought fit to acquaint the World, that 
the a why he expoſed them now in 
$ Print, was not ſo much for his own In- 
g tereft ( tho a Bookseller that aiſclatms 
$ Intereſt for a pretence, will. no more be 
| believed now adays, than a thorough pa- 
ced Phananck, that pretends he makes 
| 4 journey to New England purely for 
Y conſcience ſake ) but for ſecuring the re- 
J putationof My.Oldham ; which mioht 
_ otherwiſe bave ſuffered from worſe hands, 
and out of a defire he has to print the laſt 
8 Remains of his friend fmce he had the 
4 good fortune to publiſh his firſt Pieces. 
R-3 He 


Advertiſement. 


He confeſſes that it 1s the greateſt 
piece of injuſtice to publiſh the poſthumous 
Works of Authors, efpecialiy Juch, that 
we may ſuppeſe they had brought to the 
file and fent out with more advantages 
into the World, had they not been pre- 
vented by uutimely death ; and therefore 
aſſures you he had never preſumed to print | 
theſe following Miſcellames , had thy 
not already been countenanced by men of 
unqueſtionable repute and eſteem. 

He 15 not of the ſame perſwaſumn with 
ſeveral others of his own profeſſion, that 
never care how much they leſſen the re- 
putation of the Poet, if they can but in- 
pance the value of the Book; that rai- 
facktie Sirdies of the deceaſed, and priii 
all that paſſed under the Author's hands, 
from Fifteento Forty, and upwards : and 
(as the mcmparable Afr, Cowley bai 


expreſ | 


| 


J 


Advertiſement. 

expreſt it ) think arude heap of ill placed 
Stones a better Monument than a neat 
Tomb of Marble. 

For the Deſcription of the Country 
P— ( the only part in this Bookthat be 
judges liable to exception) he makes youno 
Apology at all ; For to men of candor and 
judgment any thing that comes from 
Mr. Oldham wil certainly be accepta- 
ble; toothers that are reſolved todamn at 


firſt fight he thinks a defence of this na- 


ture ſignifies nomore thana Plantifs per - 


ſwaſtons to a hungry Tuds after twelve. 
However he 1s very confident that the reſt 


| of Mr. Oldham's pieces will abundant- 


ly atone for one unfiniſhed draught, and 
that no man of ſenſe and reaſon will qua- 
rel at one bad half Crown, in a good, round, 


ſubſtantial lump of Money. 


to 


To the MEMory of 


Mr. 0. L DH A M. 


Arewel, too little and too Jately known, _ 
Whom I began to think and call my own 5 
For ſure our Souls were near ally'd; andthine 
Caſt in the ſame Poetick mould with mine. 
One common Note on either Lyre did ftrike, 
And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike: 
To the ſame Goal did both our Studies drive, 
he laſt ſet out the ſooneſt Gid arrive. 
hus Niſus fell upon'the {lippery place, (Race, 
hile his young Friend perforn'd and wor the 
) early ripe ! to thy abundant ſtore 
hat could advancing Age have added more ? 
It might (what Nature never gives the young) 
Have taught the numbers of 't Re OY 
But Satyr needs notthoſe; atid Wit will ſhine 
hrough the harſh cadence of a rugged line. 
\ noble Error, and but feldomn rtjade, 
hen Poets are by roo tmackh force betray'd, 
Thy generous fruits, though gather'd ere their 
prime 
till ſhew'd a quickneſs; and maruring time 
ut mellows what we writetothe dull (weetsof\, 
Ss Rime. ; 
Unce more, hail and farewet; farewel thou young, 
put ah too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongues 
I ny Brows with Ivy, ard with Laurcls bound; 


dur Fate and gloomy Night encompaſs thee a- 
S round. | f 


——_ 


JOHN DAYDEN. 


ME . 


GE 


Authori-Epitaphiurm, 


Oc, 6 Vrator, marmore condite 
Charg recumbunt Exuvie brevent 
Viventis ( oh { ſors dura ) vitam, 
Precoce celum anima petentis, 
Nec prepedita eſt Mens celeris din, 
Duin Puſtularum mille tumoribus 
Effloruit, portiſque mille 
Prepes iter patefecit altunr. 
Muſarum Alunmus. jant fuit, artibus 
Inſtru@us alms, quas, ſtxdio pio, 
Atgz -aure quam fidd repoſtas, 
Qxonlj coluit Parents. 
H}c quadriennis premia Filii 
Dienus recepit, Vellera candida, 
Collati Honoris 824, Hecnon 
Innocui ſimulacra cordis. 
Sed mane montis ſumma cacumin 
Aſcendit ardens, Pijerio jugo 
Inſedit, atq;, errore multo 
Jpſum Helicona ſcatere vidit. 
Ninc pura veri Flumina perſprcit, 
Nunc mira Mundi: ſemina concipit, 
| Pulchraſq, primevi figuras, 
In ſpeculo ſpecies creante. - 
At 1n, Viator, Numina poſcito, 
Ot joints reliquijs, vaga 
um mens remigret, detur——ah ! (it 
Terra levis, placidnſqs ſomnus. 


1 
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0n the Deahof Mr. John Oldhain, 
A Pindar:que Paſtoral Ode, 


Stanza I, 


© 'tis thy peculiar Fate, 
| Ah, miſerable Aſtragor ! 
| Thou art condemn'd alone 
To bear the Burthen of a wretched Life, 
Still in this howling Wilderneſs to roam, 
While all thy Boſom-friends unkindly go, 
And leave thee to lament them here below. 
Thy dear Alexis would not ſtay, 
Joy of thy Life, and Pleaſure of thine Eyes, 
Dear Alexis went away 
With an invincible Surprize z 
h' Angel-like Youth early diflik'd this State, 
And chearfully ſubmitted to his Fate. 
Never did Soul of a Ccleſtial Birth 
| Inform a purer-piece of Earth. 
O that 'twere not in vain 
o wiſh what's paſt might be retriev'd again! 
Thy Dotage, thy Alexis, then 
Had anſwer'd all thy Vows and Pray rs, 
\nd Crown'd with pregnant Joys thy filver Hairs, 
Lov'd to this day among the living Sonsof Men. 
I T. 
And thou, my Friend, haſt left me too, 


Menalcas| poor Menalcas! every thou, 
| AF. af. 


L 


: 
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Of whom fo loudly Fame has ſpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book, 
Whoſe diſregarded Worth Ages tocome 
Shall wail with Indignation o'er thy Tomb. 
Worthy wert thou to live, as long as Vice 
Should need a Satyr, that the frantick Ape 
Might trembleat the Laſh of thy poetick Rage. 
Th' untutor'd Worldin after Times 
May live uncenſur'd for their Crimes, 
Freed from the Dreads of thy reforming Pen, 
Turn to old Chaos once again. = 
Of all th' inſtruQtive Bards, whoſe more than Thebs Þ 
Lyre. $ 
Could ſavage Souls with manly Thoughts inſpire, 
Menalcas worthy was to live. 
Say, you his Fellow-Shepherds that ſurvive, 
| Tell me, yon mournful Swains, 
Has my ador'd Mernalcas left behind 
In all theſe penſtve Plains 
A gentler Shepherd with a bravermind: 
Which of you all did more Majeſtick Show, 
Or wore the Garland on a ſweeter Brow ? 
II, 
——- But wayward Aſtragon reſolves no more 
The Loſs of his Meralcas to deplore: 
The place to which he wiſely is withdrawn 
Is altogether bleſt; 
There no Clouds o'erwhelm his Brealt, 
No Midnight Carcscan break his Reſt 3 
For all iseverlaſting cheerful Dawn- 
The Poer's Bliſs there ſhall he long polleſs, 
Perfect Eaſe and ſoft Recels 3 


ZThe treacherous World no more ſhall him deceive, 
OfHope and Fortune he has taken Leave: 

\nd now 1n mighty Triumphdoes he reign, 

(His Head adorn'd with Beamsof Light) 

Ofer the unthinking Rabble's Spite, 

, And the dull wealthy Fool's diſdain. 

Thrice happy he that dies the Muſes Friend, 

ZHe needs no Obeliſque, no Pyramid 

| His ſacred Dult to hide; 

ZHe needs not for his Memory to provide; 

For he might well foreſee his Praiſe can never end. 


Thomas Flatman. 


Eg LOSS 
nds © ae Gant nts 


In memory of the Author. 


| Ake this ſhort-ſummon'd looſe unfiniſht Verſe 
i Cold as thy Tomb, and ſfuddainas thy Hearf 
From my ſick Thoughts thou canſt no better crave 
© Whoſcarce drag Lite, and envy thee thy Grave. 

Me PEebus always faintly did 1n(pire, 

And gave my narrow Breaſt more' ſcanty Fire. 

My Hybla-Muſe through humble Meads ſoughtSpoil, 
Lollecting little Sweets with mighty Toll; 

et when ſome Friend's juſt Fame did Theme afford, 
ner Voice amongſt the tow'ring Swans was heard. 
eIn vain for ſuch Attendance now [ call, 

My Ink o'ertlows with Spleen, my Blood with Gall 


l 


Yet, ſweet Alexis, my Eſteem of thee 

Was equal to thy Worth and Love for me. 

Death is thy Gain-— that Thought affects me moſ;, 

I care not what th' 1l]|-natur'd World has loſt. 

For Wit with thee expir'd, how ſhall I grieve? 

Whogrudgeth' ingrateful Age what thoudidit leave, 

The Tribute of their Verſe let others ſend, 

And mourn the Poet gone, I mourn the F riend, 

Enjoy thy Fate thy Predeceſlors come, 

Cowley and Butler to conduGt thee home. 

Who would not ( Batley cries) like me engage 

New Worlds of Wit to ſerve a grateful Age ? | 

For ſuch Rewards what Tasks will Authors ſhun? Þ 

I pray, Sir, is my Monument begun ? |: 
Enjoy thy Fate,thy Voice in Anthems raiſe; 

80 well turrd here on Earth to our Apolo's Praiſe: 

Let me retire,while ſome ſublimer Pen | 

Performs for thee what thou haſt dane for Home 
and for Ben. 
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On the enſuing Poems of Mr. John old 


and the Death of his good Friend the ingeni' 
Author. 
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© 5 and POW did the day appear, 
As Heaven deſign'd to blot it from the year: 
The Elements all ren d to diſagree, 

At leaſt, Fm ſure, they were at ſtrife in me : 


ls _—_ oy o _ 
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Poſſet 


FPoſleſt with Spleen, which Melancholy bred, 
ZWhen Rumor told me that my Friend was dead, 
That Oldham honour'd for his early Worth, 
Was cropt, like a ſweet Bloſſom from the Earth, 
Where late he grew,delighting every Eye 
$1n his rare Garden of Philoſophy. . 
| The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infuſe; 
3 And all my Griefs were doubled at the News: 
* For we with mutual Arms of Friendſhipſtrove, 
* Friendſhip the true and ſojid part of Love; 
* And he ſo many Graces had in (tore, 
| That Fame or Beauty could not bind me'more. 
= His Wit inhis immortal Verſe appears, 
= Many his Vertues were, tho' few his Yeats; 
* Which were fo ſpent as'if by Heaven contriv'd, 
* To laſh the Vices of the longer liv'd. 
> None was more skilful, none more learn'd thatthe, 
: A Poet 1n its ſacred Quality : | 
F [n{pir'd' above, and could command each Paffton,' 
{ Had all the Wit without the AfﬀeCtation!: 
© A Calm of Nature ſtill poſleſt his Soul, 
! No canker'd Envy did his Breaft controul - 
© Modeſt as Virgins that have never known 
| The jilting Breeding of the nauſeous Town'; 
| And eafie as his Numbers that ſublime 
© His lofty Strains, and beautifie his Rhime, 
; Till the Time's Ignomy inſpir'd his Pen, 
! And rowz'd the drowſie Satyr from his Den; 
! Then fluttering Fops were his Averfion till, 
| And felt the Power of his Satyrick Quill. * 
The Spark whoſe Noiſe proclaims his empty Pate, 
| That (truts alongthe Ma/ with antick Gate; 
A | 1 —_ And 
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And all the Phy/lis and the Chloris Fools 
Were damn'd by his invective Muſe in Shoals. 
Whoon the Age look'd with impartial Eyes, 
And aim'd not at the Perſon, but the Vice. 
To all true Wit he was a conſtant Friend, F 
And as he well could judge, could well commend. |; 
The mighty Homer he with Care perus'd, 
And that great Gerizs to the World infus'd; 
Immortal V;rgil, and Lucretins too, 
And all the Seeds o'th* Soul his Reaſon knew: 
Like Ovid, could the Ladies Hearts aſlai], 
With Horace ſing, and Jaſh with Juveral. 
fnskill'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, F? 
But Pride to know he underſtood it well. 
Adieu thou modeſt Type of perfe&t Man; 
Ah, had not thy PerfeQions that began 
In Life's bright Morning been eclips'd fo foon, 
We all had bask'd and wanton'd in thy Noon 
But Fate grew envious of thy growing Fame, 
And knowing Heav'n from whence thy Genivs came, Þ 
Aflign'd thee by immutable Decree [1 
A gloriaus Crown of Immortality, 
Snatch't thee from all thy mourning Friends below, Þ 

aſt as the Bays were planting on thy Brow. 

hus worldly Merit has the Worlds Regard; 
But Poets in the next have their Reward; 
And Heaven in OQldharr's Fortune ſeem'd to ſhow, 
No Recompence was good enough below: 
So to prevent the Worlds ingrateful Crimes, 
Enrich'd his Mind, and bid him die betimes. 


T. Dufy 


i- 
7 0nthe Death of Mr. John Oldham. 


P Eark ! is it only my prophetick Fear, 
: Or ſome Death's ſad Alarum that I hear? 

7 By all my Doubts 'tis Oldbarr's fatal Knell ; 
7 It rings aloud, eternally tarewel: 

! Farewell thou mighty Gerizs of our Iſle, 

* Whoſe forward Parts made all our Nation ſmile, 

2 In whom both Wit and Knowledge did conſpire, t 


! And Nature gaz'd as if ſhe did admire 

> How ſuch few years ſuch Learning could acquire: 

' Nay ſeem'd concern'd that we ſhould hardly find 

' So ſharp a Pen,and foſcrene a Mind, 

> Oh then lament; let each diſtracted Breaſt 

* With univerſal Sorrow be poſleſt. 

F Mourn, mourn, ye Muſes, and your Songs give Ger; 

' For now your lov'd Adonis is no more. 

| He whom ye tutor'd from his Infant-years, 
Cold, pale and ghaſtly as the Grave appears: 

 Hewhomye bath'd in your lov'd murmuring Stream, 
Your daily pleaſure, and your mighty Theme 

- Is now no more; the Youth, the Youth is dead, 
The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled; 

! Fled &'er his Worth or Merit was half known; 

' No ſooner ſeen, but in a Moment gone : | 

} Like to ſome tender Plant, which rear'd with Care, 


: At length becomes moſt fragrant, and moſt fair ; 
A 4 Long 


by, 


Eſtcem'd ſecure from Thunder, Storm or Rain; 

Then comes a Blaft, and all the Work is vain, 
But Oh! my Friend, muſt we no more rehearſe 

Thy «qual Numbers inthy pleafing Verſe? 

In Love how ſoft, in Satyr how ſevere ? 

In Paſſion moving, and in Rage auſtere! 

Virgil in Judgment, Owid wi Delight, 

An eafie Fhought with a Meonian Flight; 

Horace in S$weetnelſs, Juvenal in Rage, 

And even Biblis mult each Heart engage ! 

aſt in his Praifes, and: what molt delire, | 

ou'd flatter none for Greatneſs, Love or Hire; Þþ* 

Humble, though courted, and what's rare to ſee, ; 

Of wondrous Worth, yet: wondrous Modeſty. 

So far from Oſtentation he did ſeem, 

That he was meaneſt in his own Eſteem. 

Alas, young man, why wert thou made to be 

At once our Glory and our Miſery? 

Our Miſery in loling thee is more 

Than could: thy Life our Glory. be before - 

For ſhou'd a Soul celeſtial: Joys poflcts, 

 Andtraijghbbe baniſh'd: from that-Happinels, 

Oh, where would be its Pleaſure? where its Gatn : 

TheBliſs once talted but.augments the Pain: 

So having once {o great a Prize in thee, 

How. much the heavier muſt. our Sorrows be ? | 

For if ſuch Flights were in thy younger Days, : 


Long does it thrive, and long its Pride maintain, | | 
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What if thou'dſt liv'd; Owhat had been thy Prailc? 
Eternal Wreaths -of never-dying Bays: 
But thoſe are due already to.thy Name, 


Which ſands: enroll'diin the Records of Fame bod 
ſ 


J And though thy great Remains to Aſhes turn, 
2 With laſting Praiſes we'll ſupply thy Urn, 
2 Which like Sepulchral Lamps ſhall ever burn, 


3 Through the ſmooth Path of Plen 
2 Where Bez. ſalutes thee firſt, o'erjoy'dito fee 
2 The Youth that ſung his Fame and Memory : 
Great Spencer next, with. all the learned Train, : 


y 
; y 
E 
| 


I ſee thee rove. 


But hold / methinks, great Shade, 
ty,Peaceand Loves 


# Do greet thee in a. Panegyrick Strain : 
* Adonis is the Joy: of all the Plain. 


Tho. Andrews. 


: 


4 PO "IS _—_—@© 


DAMON, an ECLOGUE 


On the untimely Death of Mr. Old- . 


ham. 


Corydon. Alexis. 


Eneath a diſmal Yew the Shepherds fate, 
| B And talk'd of Damor's Muſe and Damon's Fate : 


* Their mutual Lamentations gave them Eaſe; 


| For ſometimes Melancholy it ſelf does pleaſe: 


} Like Philomel abandon'd to diſtreſs, 
| Yet ev'n their Griefs in Muſick they expreſs. 


Cor. [ll ſing no more fince Verſes want a Charm, 
' The Muſescould not their own Damon arm : F 
t 


At leaſt I'll touch this uſeleſs Pipe no more, - 
Unleſs, like Orphews, I could Shades reſtore. *\ Þ 

A. Rather, like Orpheus, celebrate your Friend. : 
And with your Muſick Hell it ſelf ſuſpend : I 
Tax Proſerpine of Cruelty and Hate, 

And ſing of Damon's Mule, and Damor's Fate. 

C. When Damon ſung, he ſung with ſuch a Grace. Þ 
Lord, how the very London-brutesdid gaze! ; 
Sharp was his Satyr, nor allay'd with Gall; 

'T was Rage, 'twas generous Indignation all. 

A. Oh had he liv'd. and to Perte&tion grown, 
Not like Marce/s, only tobe ſhown ; 

He would have charm'd their Sence a nobler way, 
Taught Virgins how to ſigh, and Prieſts to pray. 

C. Let Prieſts and Virgins then to him addrels, 
And in their Songs their Gratitude expreſs, 
While we that know the Worth of eafie Verſe, 
Sechre the Laurel to adorn his Herſe. 

A. Codrus,you know,that ſacred Badgedoes wear, 
And 'twere injurious not to leave it there; 

But ſince no Merit can ſtrike Envy dumb, 
Do you with Baccar, guard and grace his Tomb. 

C. While you(dear Swain)with unaffected Rhine, 
Majeſtick, ſad, and ſuited to the Time, 

His Name to future Apes conſecrate, 
By praiſing of his Muſe,and mourning of his Fate. 

A. Alas, I never mult pretend to this, 

My Pipe ſcarce knows a Tune but what is his: 
Let future Ages then for Damor's ſake, 
From hisown Worksa jult [42a take, 


Yet then, but like Alcides he'll be ſhown, _ 
And from his meaneſt part his Size beknown. 

C. *'Twill be your Duty then to ſet it down. | 
| ' A. Once and but once(ſo Heav'n and Fateordain 


I met the gentle Youth upon the Plain, 
Kindly, cries he, if you Alexis be, 
And though I know you not you-mulſt be he, 
Too long already we have Strangers been ; 
This Day, at leaſt, our Friendſhip muſt begin. 
Let Buſineſs, that perverſe Intruder, wait, 
! To be above it is poetical and preat. 
> Then with Aſjriar Nard our Heads did ſhine, 
2 Whilerich Saber Spice exalts the Wine 3 
| Which to a jult Degree our Spirits fir'd ; 
” But he was by a greater God infpir'd : 
> Wit was the Theme, which he did well deſcribe, 
* With Modeſty unuſual to his Tribe. 
But as with ominous Doubts, and aking Heart, 
When Lovers after firſt Enjoyment part, 
Not half content; for this was but a Taſte, | 
And wond'ring how the Minutes flew fo faſt, 
They vow a Friendſhip that ſhall ever laſt. 
$0 we-—— but Oh how much am I accurs'd ! 


To think that this laſt Office is my firſt. 


Occafzoned 


_ = 


Occafaned by the preſent Edition of tl 
' enſuing Poems, and'the Death of 1h: | 


TNgenious Author. 


Urs'd be the day when firſt this goodly Iſle 
Vile Books, and: uſeleſs thinking did defile, 
In Greek and Latin-Boggs our Time we waſte, 
When all is Pain and Wearinefs at beſt: 
Mountains of Whims and Doubts we travel oer, 
While treacherous Fancy dances on before: 
_ Pleas'd with our Danger (hill we ſtumble on, 
To late repent, and[iare' too ſoon undone. 
Let Bodley now in its ow Ruines lie, 
By th' common-Hangman'burnr for Hereſce. 
Avoid the naſty Jeerned Duſt, .'twill breed 
More Plagues than-ever: Jakes or Dunghils did. 
The want of Dulneſs willi the'World undo, 
"Tis Learning makes/us mad and' Rebels too. 
Learrfing, a Jild which while'we do' enjoy, 
Slily our Reft and:Quiet ſteals away 3 
That greedily the Blood of Youth receives, 
And nought but Blindneſs and a Dotage gives. 
Worle than the Pox, or ſcolding Woman fly 
The awkward Madneſs of Philoſophy. 
That Bediazm Beſs, Religion never more 
Phantaſtick, pie-ball'd, antick Dreſſes wore : 
Opinion, Pride, Moroſeneſs gives a Fame; 


'Tis Folly, chriſten'd with a modiſh Name, 


F 


; Let dull Divinity no more delight; - 
It ſpoils the Man, and makes an Hypoerite. 
The chief Profeſſors to Preferment fly, 
2 By Cringe and Scrape, the baſe(t Sizv9ny. 
Z The humble Clown will beſt the Goſpel teach, 
* And i»ſpir'd Ign'rance ſounder Dodrines preach. 
3 A way to Heav'n mere Nature well does ſhew, 
3 Which reaſoning and Diſputes can never know, 
Þ Yet till proud Tyrant Sexce in Pomp appears, 
3 And claims a Tribute of full threeſcore Years. 
7 Sew'd in a Sack, with Darkneſs circl'd round, 
Each man muſt be with Snakes and'Moxkeys drown'd, 
* Laborious Folly, and compendious Art, 
7 To waſte that Life whoſe longeſt Date's too ſhort. 
2 Laborious Folly, to wind up with Pain 
2 What Death unravels ſoon, and renders vain, 
2 We blindly hurry on in myſtick ways, 
2 Nor wiſely tread the Paths of ſolid Praiſe. 
* There's nought deſerves one precious dropof! wh 


2 But Poetry, the nobleſt Gift of Fate, | 
: Which after Death doesa more laſting Life beget. 
2 Not that which ſuddain, frantick Heats produce, 
| Where Wine and Pride, not Heay'n ſhall raiſe the 
* Mule. 
Not that ſmall Stock which does Tranſlators make3 
That Trade poor Bankrupt-Poetaſters take ; 
| But ſuch, when God his Fat did expreſs, 
} And powerful Numbers wrought an Univerſe. 
$ With ſuch great David tun'd his charming Lyre, 
2 That even Saxl and Madneſs could admire. 
3 With ſuch Great Oldhar bravely did excel], . 
«4 That David's Lamentation ſung ſo well. ! 
: Oldham) 


Oldham | the Man that could with Judgment write, ; 
Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 
Sometimes in boundleſs keeneſt Satyr bold, 
Sometimes a+ ſoft as thoſe Love-tales he told. 

That Vice could praiſe, and Vertue too diſgrace; 
The firſt Exceſs of Wit that cer did pleaſe. 

Scarce Cowley ſuch Pindarique ſoaring knew, 

Yet by his Reader (till was kept 1n view. 

His Fancy, like Jove's Eagle liv'd above, 

And bearing Thunder ſtill would upward move. 
Oh Noble Kingſton ! had thy lovely Gueſt 

With a large ſtock of Youth and Life been Bleſt ; 
Not all thy Greatneſs, and thy Vertues (tore 

Had ſurer Comforts been, or pleaſed thee more. 
But Oh! the date is ſhort of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never tarry long on Earth. 

His ſoul, the bright, the pure Etherial Flame 
'To thoſe lov'd Regions flew, from whence it came. 
And ſpight of what Mankind had long believ'd, 
My Creed ſays only Poets can be fav'd. 

Fhat God has only for a number ſtaid, 

To ſtop the breach, which Rebel Angels made. 
For none their abſence can ſo well ſupply 3 

They are all ore Seraphick Harmony. 

Then, and not that till then the World ſhall burn 
Andits baſe Drofſs, Mankind their fortune mou 
While all to their old nothing quick return, © 
The peeviſh Critick then ſhall be aſham'd, 
And for his Ss of Vanity be damn'd. 


Oxon, May the 26th. 1684. T. Ws. 
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COUNTERPART 


TO THE 


SATTR againſt VERTUE, | 
f In Perſon of the Author. 
I. 
Ardon me, Vertue, whatſoeer thou art, 
(Forſure thou of the God-head art apart, 
And all that is of him muſt be 
The very Deity.) 


[f Pardon, if I in ought did thee blaſpheme, 
KF Or injure thy pure Sacred Name: 


Accept unfeign'd Repentance, Prayers and Vows, 
| The beſt Atonement of my penitent humble Muſe, 
| The beſt that Heav'n requires, or Mankind can pro- 
] (duce. 
| B All 


2 Connterpart to 
All my Attempts hereafter ſhall at thy Devotion be, 


Ready toconſecratemy Ink and very Blood tothe. 


Forgive me, yebleſt Soulsthat dwell above, 


Where you by its reward the worth of Vertuc prove, 


Forgive(if you can do't ) whoknow no Paſſion noy } 
(but Love 


* And you unhappy happy few, 
Whoſtrive with Life, and Humane Miſeries below, Þ 


Forgive me too, 


If Iin oughtdiſparag'd them, orelſediſcourag'd you, : 
| FI, 


Bleſt Vertue! whoſe Almighty Power 


Does to our fallen Race reſtore 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt, and more, 


Lifts us to Heaven, and makes us be 


The Heirs and Image of the Deity. 8 
Soft gentle Yoak! which none but reſty Fools reſult 
Which before Freedom I would ever chule. 


Eafie are all the Bonds that are impos'd by thee; 


Eaſie as thoſe of Lovers are, 


The Satyr \againſt«Fertue. 
(If I with ought leſs pure may thee compare) 
Norido they force, but only. guide our Liberty: ! 
By ſuch ſoft Ties are Spirits above confin'd;; 


So gentle is:the Chain which them to, Good does 
| ,. (1 bind, 


Sure Card, whereby this frail and tote ring Bark we 
- (ſteer 


Thro' Life's tempeſtuous Ocean here. 
Thro' all the tofling Waves of Fear, 
| And dangerous Rocks of black Deſpair. 


: | Safe 1 in thy Conduct unconcerna'd we move, 


——— 
3 


Secure from all the threatning Storms thatblow, 
From all Attacks of Chance below,' 


| And reach the certain Haven of Felicity above. 
| [11 
| Beſt Miſtreſs of our Souls! whoſe Charms and Beau- 
(ties laſt, 
| And are by very Age'encreaſt, 
By which all other Glories are defac'd. 


Thou'rt thy own Dowry, and a greater far 
B 2 Than 


4 © © Connterpart to 
Than Allthe Race of Woman-kind cer brought, þ 
Tho' eachof them like the firſt Wife were fraught, 
And half the Univerſe did for her Portion ſhare, 

That tawdry Sex, which giddy ſenſeleſs we 


Thro' Ignorance (o vainly Deifie, 


Are all but glorious Brutes when un-endow'd with Þ 
(thee, 


'Tis Vice alone, the truer Jilt, and worſe, 


In whoſe Enjoyment tho' we find 


A flitting Pleaſure, yet it leaves behind 
A Painand Torture in the Mind, 


And claps the wounded Conſcience with incurable 
Remorſe, | 


Or elſe betrays us to the great Trepans of Humane 
Kind. 
I'V. 


'Tis Vice,the greater Thraldom, harder Drudgery, | 
Whereby depoſing Reaſon from its gentle 5a), ; 
(That rightful Sovereign which we ſhould obey) 


We undergo a various Tyranny, | 
| And 


The Satyr againſt Vertue. 5 
And to un-number'd ſervile Paſſions Homage pay. 
Theſe with ZEgyptien Rigor us enſlave, : 


And govern with unlimited Command 
: They make us endleſs Toil purſue, | 
; And (till their doubled Tasks renew, ., /. 
| ; Topuſhonour too haſty Fate, and build our Grave, 


{ Orwhich is worſe, to keep us fromthe Promis'd Land. 
Nor may wethink our Freedomto retrieve, 
We ſtruggle with our heavy Yaak in vain : 
In vain we ſtrive to break that Chain, 

; Unleſs a Miracle relieve; 

Unleſs th' Almighty Wand enlargement give, 
F We never mult expect Delivery, 

| Till Death, the univerſal Writ of Eaſe, does ſet us free. 

ND ” 
; Some ſordid Avarice in Vaſſallage confines, 
, Like Roman Slaves condemn'd to th' Mines 
{Theſe arein its harſh Bridewel laſh'd and puniſhed, 

And with hard Labour ſcarce can earn their Bread. 


iſh Others Ambition, that Imperious Dame, 
B 3 Expoſes 


bv WMri9 Coltmerpart" t %Y 

LExpoſeseruelly, Tike Gladiatorsjhere 

Upon the Wotld's Great Theatre. | 

Thro' Dangers andthro* Blood they wadetoFame, Þ 

To purchaſe gritining Honor and/an emptyName. [ 
And ſomeby Tyrant-Luſt are Captive led, 
 Atid with falſe Hopes of Pleaſure fed ; 

"THI tir'd with Slavery to their-own Deſires, 
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Life's-o'er- r-chatg d Lamp goes out,” andin a Snuff ex. 
= (pires Þ 
VL 
Conſider we the little Artsof Vice, 
The'Stratagems and/Artifice!'/ - 
Whereby ſhe does attra&'her Votarics: 
- + All thoſe Alluretttents and thoſe' Charms 
Which pimp Tranſgreflors to her Arms, 
Are but foul/Painr;\and counterfeit Diſguiſe, 
is x) palliate her own conceal'd'Deformities, ; 
An fo falſe empty Joys betray ustotrue ſolid Harms | 
'T vain ſhe would her Dowry boaſt, 
Which dog d with Legacies wenever gain, 


But 


The Satyn againſt Wertue, © 


But with unvaluable Coſt 


Which got we never can retain: -. 
But muſt the greateſt part be loſt,- - 
To the great Bubbles, Age or Chance; again. 


 'Tis vaſtly over-balanc'd bythe Joynture which'we 
*F make, | 


In whichour Lives, our Souls, our All is ſet atStake; 
Like filly Indians, fooliſh we = 
With a known Cheat, a loſing Traffick hold, 
Whilſt led by an ill-judging Eye, 


W' admire a trifling Pageantry, 
| And merchandize our Jewels and our Gold, 
! For worthleſs Glaſs and Beads, or an Exchange'sFri p- 
| pery. 
If wea while maintain th expenſive Trade, 
q Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
| Sucha vaſt Cuſtom to be paid, 


} Wereforc'datlaſtlike wretched Bankruptstogive 
| _ out, 


| Clapt up by Death, and in Eternal Durance ſhut, 
B 4  - VIE. What 


©" GConnterpart to 
VII. 
Whatart thou, Fame,for which ſo eagerly we (trive} : 
What art thou but arrempty Shade 

By the RefleGion of our Attions made ? 
- Thou, unlike others, never follow'ſt us alive; 
But, likea Ghoſt, walk'ſt only after we are dead. 

Poſthumous Toy ! vain after-Legacy! 


s 


Which only ours can be, 


When we our ſelves no more are we! 


Fickleas vain! who doſt on vulgar Breath depend, 
Which we by dear Experience find 


More changeable, more veering than th' unconſtant Þ 
. Wand, 


What art thou,Gold,that cheat'(t the Miſer's Eyes? 
Which he does fo devoutly idolize; 

For whomhe all his Reſt and Eaſe does facrifice. 
'Tis Uſe alone can a!l thy Value give, 


And he from that no Benefit can e'er reccive. 
Curſt Mineral! near Neighb'ring Hell begot, 


Which all th InfeCtion of thy damned Neighbour | 
hood halt brought, = : 
ou 


The Satyr againſt Vertu. 9g 


Thou Bawd to Murthers,Rapes and Treachery, 


; Andevery greater Name of Villany z _ 
# From theethey all derive theirStock and Pedigree. 


{ Thou the lewd World with all its crying Crimes 
* dolt ſtore, 


J And hardly wilt allow the Devil the cauſe of more. 
And what is Pleaſure which does moſt beguile? 
That Syren which betrays uswith afllattering Smile. 

We liſten to the treacherous Harmony, « 
Which ſings but our own Obſequy. 
The Danger unperceiv'd till Death draw nigh; 


F Tilldrowning we want Pow'r to'ſcape the fatal Ene- 
= my. 
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VIIT. 


How frantick 1s the wanton: Epicure! 
Who a perpetual Surfeit will endure? 
Who places all his chiefeſt Happineſs 
In the Extravagancies of Exceſs, 
Which wiſe Sobriety eſteems. but a Diſeaſe? 
O mighty envied Happineſs to-eat! | 
| Which 


Go I "Cort nerpart to 
* ' Which fond miſtaken Sots call Great! 
Poor Frailty of our Fleſh! which we each day 


Muſt thus repair for fear of ruinous Decay ! 


Degrading of our Nature, where vile Brutes ar | 
(fan Þ 


To make and keep up Man! 
- Which, when the Paradiſe above we gain, 
"Heav'n thinks too great anImperfedtion to retain! 
Byceach Difeaſe the fickly Joy's deſtroy'd; 
At every Meal it's nzuſeous and cloy'd, 


Empty at beſt, as when in Dreamenjoy'd ; 


When, cheated by aſlumbering Impoſture, we 


Fancy a Feaſt, and great Regalio's by 
And think we taſte, and think we ſee, 


Andriot on imaginary Luxury. 
| I X. 
Grant nie, OVertue, thy more ſolid laſting Joy3 
Grant me the better Pleaſuresof the Mind, 


Pleaſures, which only in purſuit of thee we find, 


Which Fortune cannot marr; nor Chancedelſtro)Þ 
Or 


The" $11y#\ npitinfÞ Vertue. xx 
One Moment in'thy bleſt Enjoyment is 
Worth an Eternity of that tumultuous BIG,” 
Which we derive' from Senſe, its 
Which often cloys, and: muſt refign to [mpetence. 


Grantme but _ how will Teritubiphs" in my DaPPY 
- (State? 


Above the Fen and Reverſe of Fate; . 
Above her Favors and; her Hate. } 
I'll ſcorn the worthleſs Treaſures of Pers, 
| | And thoſe of t' other Tadies too.” l 
Ill pity Ceſar sSelf with all hs Trophies and bis Fame, 


Andthevile brutiſh Herd of Epicures contemn, 


* And all the Under- ſhrievalties of Life not worth a 
* Name. 


Nor will I only owe my Blis, 
| Like others, to a Multitude, 
' Where Company keeps up a forced Happineſs 
Should all Mankind ſurceale to live, 
Fi And none but individual I ſurvive, 


| AloneI would be happy, and enjoy my Solitude. 
Thus 


12 _ . © Cotnterpart to 
Thus ſhall my Life in pleaſant Minutes wear 
Calm as the Minutes of the Evening are, 


And gentle as the motionsoftheupper Air; 
Soft. as my Muſe, and unconfin'd as ſhe, | 
When Howing in the Numbers of Pindarique Liberty | 
And whenlI ſee pale gaſtly Death appear, : 
That grand inevitable Teſt which all muſt bear, F 
Which beſt diſtinguiſhes the bleſt and wrercel Þþ 
(here; Þ 
T'11l ſmile at all1t Horrors, court my welcome De- 
({tiny, Þ 
And yield my willing Soul upin an eafie Sigh; | 
And Epicures thatſee ſhall envy and confeſs, 


That I, and thoſe who darelike me be good, the chic 
eſt Good poſleſs. / 
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Vig. ECLOGUE VUL 


| The Enchantment. 
; Poet, Damon, Alphews, Speakers. 
4 
;þ Amon and Alphews, the two Shepherds Strains 


* I mean to tell,and how they charm'd the Plains. 
$7 11 tell their charming Numbers which the Herd, 
Unmindful of their Graſs, in Throngs admir'd. 

© At which fierce Savages aſtoniſh'd ſtood, | 

8 And every River ſtopt its liſ'ning Flood. 

| For you, Great Sir, whether with Cannons Roar 
You ſpread your Terror to the Holland Shore, 


7 


' J Or with a gentle and a ſteady Hand 


| In Peace and Plenty rule your Native Land. 
11.8 Shall ever that auſpicious Day appear, 
* When I your glorious Actions ſhall declare? 
[lt 


£214 Vire, Ecl. 'VIIL. 

It ſhall, and I throughout the World rehearſe 
Their Fame, fit only for a Spencer's Verſe. 
Withiybu my Muſejbegan, with'yon ſhall end. 
Accept my Verſe that waits on your Command; 
And deign this Ivy Wreath a place may find 
Amongſt the Laurels which your Temples bind. 


"Twas at the time that Night's cool ſhades with- Þ 
(drew, þ 


And left the Graſs all hung with Pearly Dew; 
When Damon, leaning on his Oaken Wand, 
Thus to his Pipe in gentle Lays complain'd. 
_ D. Ariſe, thou Morning, and drive on the Day, 
While wretched I with fruitleſs words inveigh 
Againſt falſe N;ſa, while the Gods I call 
With my laſt Breath, tho' hopeleſs to avail, 
Tho' they regard not my Complaints at all. 
Strike up my Pipe, - play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Mznalas ever has its warbling Groves, 


And talking Pines, it ever hears the Loves 


Of 


Of Shepherds, and the Notes of Mighty Par; - 
T The firſt that would notlet the Reedsuntun'd remain 


Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains, 
* Mopſus weds Niſe, Gods! what Lover cer 
& Need after this have reaſon to deſpair ? iz | 


' [& Griffins ſhall now leap Mares, and the next Age 

# The Deer and Hounds in Friendſhip ſhall engage. 

* Go, Mopſws, get the Torches ready ſoon ; 

* Thou, happy Man, muſt have the Bride anon. 

* Go, Bridegroom,quickly, the Nut-ſcramble make, 

| The Evening-ſtar quits Octa for thy ſake. 

: Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 

* What [heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

\ | How fitly art thou matcl'd who walt fo nice ! 

© Thou haughty Nymph who did'(t all elſe deſpiſe! 
* Who {light'(t ſo fcornfully my Pipe, my Herd, 

My rough-grown Eye-brows,and unſhaven Beard, 3 

And think'ft noGoddoes mortal things regard. 
Str:ke 1p my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains | 


Wiat Iheard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 


10 Virg. Ecl. VIII. 
I aw thee young, and in thy Beauty's Bloom, 
To gather Apples with thy Mother,come, 
'Twas in our Hedge-rows, I was there with Pride, 
To ſhew you to the beſt, and be your Guide. 


Then I juſt entring my twelfth Year was found, 


I then could reach the tender Boughs from Ground, 

Heav'ns! when I ſaw, how ſoon was I undone! 

How to my Heart did the quick Poyſon run! 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What 1 heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

Now I'm convinc'd what Love is ;the cold North 

Sure 1n its craggy Mountains brought him forth, 

Or Africk's wildeſt Defarts gave him Birth, 

Among(t the Cannibals and Savage Race ; 

He never of our Kind, or Countrey was. 
Strike up my Pipe, play ane in tuneful Strains 
What IT heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

Dire Love did once a Mother's Hand embrue | 

In Childrens Blood; a cruel Mother, thou 

Hard 'tis to ſay of both which is the worſt, 

The cruel Mother,or the Boy accutlt. 
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He a curſt Boy, a cruel Mother thou 3 z 
The Devil a whit to chuſe betwixt the'tws. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains | 
IWVhat I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Let Wolves by Nature ſhun the Sheep-folds now: 
On the rough Oaks let Oranges now gtow ? 
Let the coarſe Alders bear the Daffadill, 
BAnd coſtly Amber from the Thorn diſtill: 
Let Owls match Swans, let Tyi'##s Orphews be, 


gn the Woods Orphers, and Arioz on the Sea, 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I beard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

et all the World turn Sea, ye Woods adieu ! 

To ſome high Mountain's top Ill get me now, 

\nd thence my ſcIf into the Waters throw. 

T here quench my Flames, and let the cruel She 

þccepr this my laſt eying Will and Legacy. 

| Ceaſe now my Pipe, ceaſe now thoſe warbling Strains 

8 Which T heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains, 


C 


18 Virg. Ec, VIII. 
This Damor's Song ; relate ye Muſes now 
Alphews Reply : All cannot all things do. 

A. Bring Holy Water, ſprinkle all around, 
And ſee theſe Altars with ſoft Fillets bound: 
Male-Frankincenſ, and juicy Vervain burn, 

T1] try if I by Magick Force can turn 

My ſtubborn Love: I'll try if I can fire (here 

His frozen Breaſt: Nothing but Charms are wanting 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms; Þ 

Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. | 
Charms in her wonted Courſe can {top the Moon, 
And from her well-fix'd Orb can call her down. 
By Charms the mighty Circe (we are told) 
Olyſſes fam'd Companions chang'd of old. 
Snakes by the Vertue of Enchantment forc'd, 
Oft in the Meads with their own Poyſon burſt. 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 

Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Firſt, theſe three ſeveral Threads I compals round 


Thy Image, thus in Magick Fetters bound : 


The! 
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Then round theſe Altars thrice thy Image bear: 
Odd Numbers to the Gods delightful are. 
Bring Daphnis fromthe Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Go tie me in three knots three Ribands now, 
And let the Ribands be of diffrent Hue : 
Go, Amaryllis, tie them (trait, and cry, 


> At the ſame time, © They're true-love-knots, I tie- 
: | Bring Da phnis from the Town, ye MagickCharms, 
| Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


| Look how this Clay grows harder, and look how 

| Withthe ſame Fire this Wax doth ſofter grow 3 
So Daphnis, let him with my Love do fo. 

| Strow Meal and Salt ( for fo theſe Rites require ) 
And et the crackling Laurel Boughs on fire - 

| This naughty Daphris ſets my Breſt on flame, 

| And I this Laurel burn in Daphris's Name. 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 


Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Atms. 
het C 2 | Ag 
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As a poor Heifer, wearied in the Chaſe, 


Of ſeeking her lov'd Steer from place to place, 


Through Woods, through Groves, a, nk. l 
and Waſt, Þ 


On ſome green River's bank lies down at laſt. 
There Lows her Moan, deſpairing, and forlorn, 
And, tho' belated, minds not to return : 
Let Daphnis's Caſe be ſuch, and let not me 
Take any care to give a Remedy, 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Theſe Garments erſt the faithleſs Traitour left, 

Dear Pledges of his Love, of which I'me reft : 

Beneath the Threſhold theſe I bury now, 

In thee, O Earth; theſe Pledges Daphnis owe. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ze MagickCharms, 
Bring home lov'a Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Of Meri: I theſe Herbs and Poyſons had, 
From Pontus brought : in Pontus ſtore are bred: 
With 


Virg. Ecl. VIII 


With theſe I've oft ſeen Meris Wonders do, 
Turn himſelf Wolf, and to the Foreſt go : 
IF I've often ſeen him Fieldsof Corn diſplace, 


From whence they grew,and Ghoſtsin Church-yards 
E raiſe. 


Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Go, Maid, go, oear the Aſhesout at door, (pour, 
# And then forthwith into the neighb'ring current 
| Over thy Head, and don't look back be ſure - 


: [Il try, what thefe on Daphnis will prevail, 


The Gods he minds not, ror my Charms at all. 


Brine Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
FBchold! the Aſhzs while we lingring ſtay, 
| While we neglect to carry themaway, 
Havereach'd the Altar, and have fir'd the Wood, 
y That lyes upon't: Heav'nſend it be for goo ! 
Something I know not what's the matter: Hark 
6 $f hear our Lightfoot in the Entry bark, 


C 3 Shall 
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Shall I believe , or is it only Dream, 

Which Loversfancies aretoo apt to frame? 
Ceaſe now ye Magich Charms, behold him come! 
Ceaſe needleſs Charms, my Daphnis is at home ! 


— 


EI 


To Madam L. FE. upon ber Recover | 
from a late Sickneſs. 


Madam, 


Ardon, that with {low Gladneſs we folate 
Your wiſh'd return of Health congratulate : 
Our Joys at far[t ſo throng'd to get abroad, 
They hinder'd one another in the crowd ; 
Ana now ſuch haſte to tel} their Meſlage make, 
They only ſtammer what-they meant to ſpeak. 
Youthe fair Subject which I am to fig, 
To whoſe kind Hands this bumble joy I bring : 
Aid me, -1 beg, while I this Theme purſue, 


. For I invoke no other Muſe but yOu. . 
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Long time had you here brightly ſhone below 
With all the Rays kind Heaven could beſtow. 


No envious Cloud e're offer'd'to invade 


Your Luſtre, or compel it to a Shade - 
Nor did it yet by any Sign appear, 


F But that you thoroughout Immortal were. 

7 Till Heaven (if Heaven could prove ſo cruel ) ſent 
Tointerrupt the Growth of your content. 

7 As if it grudg'd thoſe Gifts you did enjoy, 

And would that Bounty which it gave, deſtroy : 

* *'I'was fince your Excellence did envy move 

; In thoſe high Powers and made them jealous prove. 


* They thought theſe Glories ſhould they (till have 
ſhin'd 


Unſullied, were too much for Woman-kind. 

; Which might they write as laſting, as they're Fair, 
| Too great for ought, bat Deities appear : 

But Heaven (it may be) was not yet compleat, 


And lackt you there to fill your empty Seat. 


vY dingy 5s! 
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And when it could nat fairly woo you hence, 
Turn d Raviſher, and ofter'd Violence. | 
Sickneb did arſt a formal fiege begin, 
And by 'ure {lowneſs tryed your Life to win, 
As if by lingring methods Heaven meant 
Tochaſe you henceand tire you to conſent. 
But, this 1n vain, Fate did to force reſort, 
And next by Storm ſhove to attack the fort. 
A Sleep, dull as your laſt, did you Arrclt, 
Aud all-there Magazines of life poſleſt. 
No morethe Blood its circling courſe did run, 
Byt in the veins, lice Jlicles, 1t hung, 


No. more tlie Heart ( now void of quickning 


(hat) 


The tunz{ub March of vital Motion bear. 
Stitineſs d1d into all the Sinews climb, 
And a ſhart Death crept cold through every Limb, 


All Signs of Life from fight Go fir withdrew, 


'I was gy thought Popery to pray for you. 


There 
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| There might you(were not that ſenſe loſt)baye ſeen, 
How your true Death would have reſented been : - 
A Lethargy, like yours, each. breaſt did ſeize, 
And all by Sympathy catcht your Diſeaſe. 

Around you ſilent Imagery appears, 
And nought in the Spectators moves, but Tears. 
They pay what grief were to your Funeral due, 
JAnd yet dare hope Heaven would your Life renew. 
Mean while, all means, all drugs preſctibed are, - , 
$Which the decays of Health, or Strength repair, _ +, 
$ Medicines ſo powerful they new Souls would fave, 
Wand Life in long-dead Carcaſles retrieve: 


But theſe in vain, they rougher Methods try, 


\_+ FR 


\nd now your'e. Martyr'd that you may not diez 
bd Scene of Fate! when Tortures were your gain : 


Und twas a kindneſs thought to wiſh you pain! 
),, 


Bs1t the{Jackned ſtring of Life run down, 


» 


Could only by the Rack be icrewedin tune: 


E 
C 


* ButHeav'natlaſt (grown conſciousthat itspow'r 


Lould ſcarce what: was to die with you reſtore.) 


And 
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And lothto fee fach Glories over-come, 

Sent a poſt Angel to repeal your doom ; 

Strait Fate obey'd the Charge which Heaven ſent, 
And gave this firſtdear Proof, it could Repent : 
Triumphant Charms! what may not you ſubdue 


When Fate's your Slave, and thusſubmits to you! 


It now again the new-broke Thread does knit, 
And for another Clew her ſpindle fit : 

And life's hid ſpark which did unquencht remain, 
Caught the fled hght and brought it back again: 
Thus you reviv'd, andall our Joy with you, 


Reviv'd and found their ReſurreCftion too - 


Some only griev'd, that what was Deathleſs thought 


They ſaw ſo near toFatal ruin brought: 

Now crowdsof Bleſfings on that happy hand, 
Whoſe $kill could eager Deſtiny withſtand ; 
Whoſe learned Pow'r has reſcu'd from the Grave, 
That Life which*twas a Miracle to ſave; 

That Life which were it thus untimely loſt, 
Had been the faireſt Spoil Death ere could boaſt : 
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I May hehenceforth be God of healingthought, * 
$ By whom ſuch good to you and us wasbrought : . | 


Altars and ſhrines to him are juſtly due, 

* Who ſhew'd himſclfa God by raifing you: 

T But fay, fair Saint, for you alone canknow, 
Whither your Soul in this ſhort flight did go 3 
Went it to antedate that Happineſs, 

| You muſt at laſt (though late we hope) poſſeſs? 
Informus leſt we ſhould your Fate belye, 

And call that Death which was but Extafte, 

The Queen of Loye (we're told) oncelet usſee: 
That Goddefles from wounds could not be free ; 
And you by this unwiſh'd Occaſion ſhow | 
| That they like Mortal us can Sickneſs know: 

| Pitty ! that Heay'n ſhould all its Titles give, 


v fs e* 


[t 


ate 


* And yet not let you with them ever live. 

| You'd lack no point that makes a Deity, 

4 1f you couldlike it too Immortal be. 

$ Andſo you are; half boaſts a DeathlefsState 5 
Although your frailer part muſt yield to Fate. 
By 


28 To MadunL.E. 


By every breach 1n that fair lodging made, 

Its bleſt Inhabitant is more difplaid ; 

In that whiteSnow which overſpreads your kin, 
We trace ye whiter Soul which dwells within ; 
Which while you through this ſhining Hue diſplay 
Looks1ike a Star plac'd in the Milky way : 

Such the bright Bodies of the Bleſied are, 

When they for Raiment cloath'd with Light appear, Þ 
And ſhould you viſit now the Seats of Bliſs, 

You need not weat another form but this. 

Never did Sickneſs in ſuch pomp appear, 

As when it thns your Livery did wear, 

Diſeaſe it ſelf lookid amiable here. 

So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun oft gildedb?, 
And Shades are'taught to ſhineas bright as he. 


Grieve not fair Nymph, when in your Glaſs you 
ud (uae 


The marring footſteps of a pale Diſeaſe. 


Regret not that your cheeks their Roſes want, 


Which a few, Days ſhall in full ſtore replant, 
Which . 
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Which, whilſt your Blood withdraws its guilty Red; 
J Tells that you own no faults that bluſhes need: .: 
The Sun whoſe Bounty does each Spring reſtore - /. 


What Winter from.the rifled Meadows tore, -: 

Which every Morning with an early ray 

Paints the young Bluſhing Cheeks of inſtant nyo 
& Whoſe skill (inimitable here below,): | 


Limns thoſe gay Clouds which form / Heaven's co- 
'Þ  (lour'd bow, 


UThat Sun ſhall ſoon with Intereſt repay, 
'N the loſt Beauty Sickneſs ſnatch'd a way. 


ib 


Your Beams like his ſhall hourly now advance, 
> [And every minute their ſwift Growth enhance. 
) I Mean while (that you no helps of healths refuſe) 
» Accept theſe humble Wiſhes of the Muſe- 
Which ſball not oftheir Jult Petition fail, 
i Pf the Cand (he's a Goddeſs) ought prevail. 
May no profane Diſeafe henceforth approach, * 
| his ſacred Temple with unhallow'd touch, 
Dr with rude lacriledge its frame debauch. 
May 


go To Madam I. E, ec. 
May theſe fair Members always happy be 
In as full Strength and well-fer Harmony, 

As the new Foundreſs of your ſex could boaſt, 
Ere ſhe by Sin her fir(t Perſecution loſt : 
May Deſtiny, jalt to your Merits, twine, 

. All your fmooth Fortunes in a Silken Line. 
And that you may at Heaven late arrive, - 
May it to you its largeſt Bottom give. 

May Heaven with (till repeated Favours bleſs, 
Till it its Pow'r below its Will confeſs; 
Till wiſhes can no more exalt your Fate, 


\ 


Nor Poets fancy you more Fortunate. 
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f On the Death of Mrs. Katharine 


Kingscourt 4 Child of Excel- 


lent Parts and Pity, 


HE did, She did--- I ſaw her moynt the Skie, 
And with new Whiteneſs paint the Galaxy. 


| And yet acknowledg'd all its Eyestoo few. 


| Heav'n her methought with all its Eyes did view, 


Methought I aw in crowds bleſt Spirits meet, 


| And with loud Welcomes her arrival greet; 


{ Which could they grieve, had gone wit 


h grief 
( away 


To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they. 


Earth was unworthy ſuch a prize as this, 


Only a while Heaven let us ſhare the Bliſs - 


In vain her ſtay with fruitleſs Tears we'd woo, 


In vain we'd court, when that our Rival grew. 


Thanks 


32 On the Death of 
Thanks, ye kind Powers! who did ſo long diſpen(:, 
(Since you ſo wiſh'd her) with her abſence thence : 
We now reſign, to you alone we grant 
The ſweet Monopoly.of ſuch a Saint ; 

So purea Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, 

For fear to wrong her with a Name too low : 
Such a Seraphick brightneſs in her ſhin'd, 

I hardly can believe her Woman-kind. 

'Twas ſure ſome noble Being left the Sphere, 
Which deign'd a little to inhabit here, 

And can't be (aid to die, but diſappear. 


WO” WW IA 


Or it ſhe Mortal was and meant to ſhow 
The greater kill by being made below 3 
Sure Heav'n preſerv'd her by the fall uncurſt, 
To tell how all the Sex were form'd at firlt : 
Never did yet fo much Divinity 

In ſuch a ſmall Compendium crouded lye. 
By her wecredit what the Learned tell, 


That many Angels in one point can dwell. 
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More damned Fiends did not 1n Mary reſt, 
{ Than lodg'd of Bleſſed Spirits in her Brealt 3 


| Religion dawn'd ſo early in her mind, 


You'd think her Saint whilſt in the Womb enſhrin'd : 


Nay,that bright ray which did her Temples paint, 
| Proclaim'd her clearly, while alive, a Saint. 

| Scarce had ſhe learnt to liſp Religion's Name, 
E'er ſhe by her Example preach'd the ſame, 
And taught her Cradle-like the Pulpit to reclaim. 
No Aion did within her PraQtice fall 
Which for th' Atonement of a Bluſh could call : 
No word of hers cer greeted any Ear, 

But what a dying Saint confeſt might hear. 
Her Thoughts had ſcarcely ever ſully'd been 
By the leaſt Foot-ſteps of Original Sin. 

Her Life did ſtill as much Devotion breath 
As others do at their laſt Gaſp in Death. 
Hence on her Tomb of her let not be ſaid, 


5 long ſhe liv'd ; but thus, ſo long ſhe pray'd. 


D 
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A Sunday-T honght in Sicknels. 
| Ord, how dreadful is the Proſpet 


of Death at the remoteſt Diſtance 
How the ſmalleſs Apprebenſun|þ 
of it can pall the moſt gay, airy and brig, 
Spirits! Even 1, who thought I coull F 
have been merry in ſight of my Cofin, 
and drink a Health with the Sexton inf 
my own Grave, now tremble at the lef 

Envoy of the King of Terrors. Toſe 

but the ſhaking of my Glaſs makes m 

turn pale, and fear is like to prevent all 

do the Work of my Diſtemper. Al th | 
Follity of my Humor and Converſation" 
turn'd on 4 ſuddain into ſhagrin and ml 
lancholy, black as Deſpair , and dark *l 
the Grave. My Soul: and Body ſeem " - 


; ouch 
if 
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once laid out, and I fancy all. the Phan- 
mets of Eternal Night already banging 
 apon my Temples, But whence proceed 
| theſe Fears ? Certainly they are 19 idle 

Dreams, nor the accidental ProduG# of 
my Diſeaſe, which diſorders the Brains, 
| and fills *em with odd Chimzra's. Why 
ſhould my Soul be averſe to its Enlarge- 
i ment ? Why ſhould it be content .to be 
| knit up in two Yards of Skin, when it 
1þ may have all the World for its Purliew ? 
ſ | '[is not that I'm unwilling to leave my 
vo Kelations and preſent Friends: I'm part- 
wh £4 from the firſt alrealy, and could be ſe- 
dp wer d from both the length of the whole 
Wb Map, and live with my Body as far di- 
i ant from them as my Soul muſt when 
#$ 1m dead. Neither 1s it that I'm loth to + 
| leave the Delights and Pleaſures of the 
of *Yorld;ſome of them I havetried,and found 


: empty, 


36 A Sunday-thought in Sicknels, 


empty, the others covet not, becauſe un- 
known. I'm confident I could deſpiſe 'em 
all by a Greatneſs of Soul, did not the 
Bible oblige me, and Divines tell me,'tis | 
my Duty. It is not neither that I'm un- | 
willing to go hence before I've eſtabliſhd | 
a Reputation, and ſomething to make me | 
ſurvive my ſelf. I could bave been con- | 
tent to be Still-born, and have no more 
than the Regiſter, or Sexton to tel[that 
F've ever been in the Land of the Liv- | 
ing. In Fine, 'tis not from a Principle 
of Cowardiſe which the Schools have cal- 
[ed Selt-preſervation, the poor Effedt of 
Inſtinct and dull pretence of a Brute 4 
well os me. T his Unwillingneſs there- 
fore, and Averſjon to undergo the gener 
Fate, muſt have a juſter Original, and 
ow from a more important Cauſe. 1 


« - th 
well ſatisfied that this other Being wils 
Sw 2 ih, 
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' in, that moves and atuates my Frame of 
Fleſh and Blood, has a Lite beyond it 
and the Grave; and ſomething in it 
; prompts me to believe its immortality. - A 

| Reſidence it muſt have ſomewhere elſe, 
when it ha left this Carcale, and ano- 
ther State to paſs into, unchangeable and 
| everlaſting as it ſelf after its Separation. 

This Condition muſt be good or bad ac- 
cording to its Actions and Delerts in 
this Life; for as it ows its Being to 

ſome Infinite Power that created it, 1 

, well ſuppoſe it bis Vaflal, and oblig'd to 

| live by bis Law; and as certainly con- 
clude, that according to the keeping or 
breaking of that Law, 'tis to be reward- 
ed or puniſh'd hereafter. T his Diverſs- 
ty of Rewards and Puniſhments,makes 
 19e 19 Places, Heaven and Hell, ſo of- 
ten mention'd in Scripture, and talk'd of 
+ ot 11 


*% 
- 
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in Palpits: Of the later my Fears tow |} 


cruelly convince me, and the Anticipa- 
tion cf its Tormbht, which 1 already 
feel in my own Golitiince. T here is. 
there is 4 Hell, and damned Fiends, anda Þ 
never-dying Worm, and that Sceptick Þ 
that Por toy; of it, may find” em all withii 
my ſmele Breaſt 1 dare not ary longer 
with the Atheiſt drsbecliove them,or think 
'em the Clergy's Bugbears, reals 
Nurſes 4o frigh tful Names for thei 
Children, to ſcare 'em imto-( gui rnck 
11d. Obedience, How oft have I ir 
nnÞh'a in my wicencern'd, and jear 'd tt 
ſenlsb ny? Ho:woft boaſted of that mnt "1 
ſalt effed Calm, which, like that of ti 
dead Sea, p10 Ud owly my Curle, al 
treacherous Ambuſh to thoſe Storms | 
22/iCH 3t prejenc (ond 17 ill for eter | | 


dead ) ſhipperack my Quiet aud Hops 
T8114 > 


| Howoft have Irejeftedthe Advice of that = 
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daprugt friend, and drown'd its Alarms 
| in the Noiſe of 4 tumultuous Debauch, 


or by fupifying Wine (like ſome cou- 


| demid Malefaftor) arnid my ſelf againſt 


' the Apprebenſrons of my certain Doom? 
' Now , now the Tyrant awakes, and 


comes to pay at once all Arrears of 


' Cruelty. At laſt, but too late (like 
| drowning Mariners)T ſee the gay Mon- 


ters, which inveigled me into my Death 
and Bratton Oh the gnawing Re. 


| morſe of a raſh unguarded, unconſrdering 


dinner | Ob how the Ghoſts of former 


* Crimes affright my haunted Imaginati- 


on,an1 make me ſuffer a thouſand Racks 


' 8 ad Martyrdoms! I ſez, metbinks, the 


Jaws of Deſtrution gaping wide to 


| ſwallow me; and I, (like one ſliding on 


| bee >) tho l ſee the Danger, Cannot "Pop 
D.4 from 
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from running into it. My Fancy repre. 


ſents to me 4 whole Legion of Devils, | 


ready to tear me in pieces, numberleſs as 
my Sins or Fears; and whither, Alaſs | 
whither ſhall I fly for Refuge ? Where 
ſhall | retreat and oy Sanctuary ? Shall 
I call the Rocks and Mountains to co. 
ver me, or bid the Earth yawn wide to 
zts Center, and take me in? Poor ſhift 
of eſcaping Almighty Juſtice! Diſtraft- 
ing Frenzy ! that would make me believe 
Contraatttions, and hope to fly ont of the 
Reach of him whoſe Preſence 1s every 
where, not excluded Hell it ſelf ; for he's 
there in the Effets of bis Vengeance. 
Shall I invoke ſome Power infinite as that 
that created me, to reduce me to nothing 
again, and rid me at once of my Being 
and all that tortures it * Oh no, tis in Vam, 
F muſt be ford into Being, to keep me 


freſp 


= kd. ELIS ED 


A Sunday-thought in Sickneſs. 4x 


| freſh for Torment, and retain Senſe on- 
' ly to feel Pain. 1 muſt be a dying to all 
| Eternity, and live ever, to live ever 
* wretched. Oh that Nature had plac'd me 
' inthe Rank of things that have only a 
' bare Exiſtence, or at beſt an Animal 
Life,and never given me a Soul and Rea. 
ſon, which now muſt contribute to my 
' Miſery, and make me envy Brates and 
Vegetables ! Would the Womb that 
bare me had been my Priſon till now, or 
I ſtep d out of it into my Grave, and 
ſaVd the Expences and T oil of a long 
and tedious Journey, where Lite affords 
' nothing.of Accommodations to ixvite one's 
Stay. Happy had I been if had expir 4 
with my firſ®s Breath, and enter d the 
Bill of Mortality as ſoon as the World: 
Happy if I had been drown'd inmy Font, 
and that W ater which was to regene- 
rate, 
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rate, and give me New Life, bad provid | 
mortal m another ſence! I had then died 
without any Guilt of my own but what 
T brought mto the Wor/d with me, and | 
that too atton'd for; I mean that which F 
I contracted from my firſt Parents, my | 
wunhbappineſs rather than Fault, inaſmuch 
as I was fain to be born of a {inning | 
Race: Then I had never enhaunc'dit 
with acquir d Guilt, never added thoſe 
innumerable Crimes which muſt mak! 
up my Indiftment at the grand Audit. 
Ongrateful Wretch | I've made my Siu 
as numerous as thoſe Bleſſings and Mer 
cies the Almighty Bounty has con 
ferrd upo;: me, to oblige and lead me 
Repentance. How have I abus'd ail ; 
miſenzployed thoſe Parts and 1 alentsF | 
which wmioht have render d me ſerv 1 

; 


able to Mnkind, and repaid an M 
re 
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| reſt of Glory to their Donor? How ill 
| do they turn to account which I have made 
* the Patrons of Debauchery,ond Pimps 
| and Panders to Vice ? How oft have 
' I broke my Vows tomy Great Creator, 
| which | would be conſcientious of eping 

to 4 folly Woman, a Creature beneat 

my ſelf'* What has all my Religion been 
but an empty Parade and ſhew? Either 
an uſeful Hypocriſze taken up for Intereft, 
or a gay ſpecions Formality worn in 
Complailance to Cuſtom andthe Mode, 
| and as changeable as my Cloths andtherr 
| Falthion. How oft have 1 gone to 
Church (the place where we are to pay 
bin Homage and Duty )as to an Aſſig- 
nation or Play,only for Diverſion ; or at 
beſt,as I muſt cer long: for ought I know ) - 


with my Soul ſever d from my Body ? 


| How 1 tremble at the Remembrance ! 


as 


44 A Sunday-thought in Sickneſs, | 
as if I could put the ſham upon Heaven, | 


or 4 God were to be impos'd on like ny 
Fellow-Creature : And dare I, convid. Þ 
ed of theſe High I reaſons againſt the | 
King of Glory,dare I expe aReprieve Þ 
or Pardon? Has he Thunder, and wr | 
not all bis Bolts levell'd at my Head, t 
ſtrike me through the very Center ? Yes | 
dare appeal to thee, boundleſs pity and 
compallion! My own Inſtances already 
tells me, that thy Mercy #s infinite;for I've 
done enough io ſhock Long-lutterance it 
ſelf, ani weary out an Eternal Patience, 
I beſeech thee by thy ſoft and gentle At 
tributes of Mercy and Forgivenels, by 
the laſt dying Accents of my ſufſering 
Deity, have Pity on a poor, humble 
proſtrate and confeſſing Sinner : And that 
great Rantlom of off Mankind, wh» 0 | 
fered ſt thy ſelf a Sacrifice to —_— " 
uilt, 
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| Guilt, and redeem our mortgag'd Hap- 
'Þ pineſs, do thou be my Advocate, and 
þ intercede for me with the angry Judge. 


My Pray'rs are heard,a glorious Light now ſhone, 
And (lo!) an Angel-Poſt comes haſt'ning down : 
From Heav'n I ſee him cut the yielding Air 3 

So ſwift, he ſeems at once both there and here; 
So quick, my fight in the purſuit was flow, 

And Thought could ſcarceſo ſoon the Journey go. 
No angry Meſſage in his Look appears, 

His Face no ſigns of threatning Vengeance wears. 
Comly his ſhape, of Heavenly Meen and Air, 
Kinder than Smiles of beauteous Virginsare. 

Such he was ſeen by the bleſt Maid of Old 

When heth' Almighty Infant's Birth foretold. 

A mighty Volume in one hand 1s born, 

Whole open'd Leaves the other ſeems to turn: 
Vaſt Annals of my Sins in Scarlet writ, 


Butn >. © 28d, blot out, and cancell'd quite. 


Heark 


46 A Sunday-thought in Sickneſs, 


.Heark how the Heavenly Whiſper ſtrikes mine Ea, Þ 
Mortal, .behold thy Crimes all pardon'd here 
HailiSacred Envoy of th*'Eternal King ! 

Welcom as the blelt Tidings thou dolt bring, 


Welcom as Heav'n from whence thou cam'lt but 
now, 


Thus low to thy great God and mineI bow, ( | 


And might I here, O might I ever grow, 
Fix'd an unmov'd and endleſs Monument 


Of Gratitude to my Creator ſent. 
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T, the Memory of my Dear Friend, 
; Mr. Charles Morwent: 


A PINDARIQUE. 


Oſtendunt terris hunc tantuum fata, nec ultra 


Eſſe ſinunt. — — Virg. 
I. 
Eſt Friend! could my unbounded Grief but rate 


JI With due proportion thy too cruel Fate; 
' Could I ſome happy Miracle bring forth, 
Great as my Wiſhes and thy greater Worth, 
All Helicon ſhould ſoon be thine, 
And pay a Tribute to thy Shrine, 
The learned Siſters all transform'd ſhould be, 
No longer nine, but one Melpomere : 
Each ſhould into a Neobe relent, 
At once thy Mourner and thy Monument. 


E Each 
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zEach ſhould become 
Like the fam'd Memmon's ſpeaking Tomb, 
To fing thy well-tun'd Praiſe 


Nor ſhould we fear their being dumb, 


Thou ſtill would'ſt make 'em vocal with thyRay, 
I I. 


O that I could diſtil my vital Juice in Tears { 
Or waſte away my Soul in ſobbing Airs! 
Were I all Eyes, 
To flow in liquid Elegies : 
That every Limb might grieve, 
And dying Sorrow {till retrieve; 
My Life ſhould be but one long mourning day, 
And like moiſt Vapors melt in Tears away. 
I'd ſoon diſſolve in one great Sigh, 
And upwards fly, 
Glad fo to be exhal'd to Heay'n and thee. | 
A Sigh which might well-nigh reverſe thy death, 


And hopeta animate thee with new Breath 
Pow ll 
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Pow'rful as that which heretofore did give ' 


A Soul to well-form'd Clay, and made it live. 
[ TI, 


nh) Adieu, bleſt Soul! whoſe haſty Flight away 
Tells Heaven did'ne'er diſplay: 
Such Happineſs to bleſs the World with ſtay, 
Death in thy Fall betray'd her utmoſt ſpitey | 


And (hew'd her ſhafts nioſt times are levelFd'at the 
| white. 


She ſaw thy blooming Ripeneſs time prevent ; 
She ſaw,and envious grew,and ſtraight her arrow ſent. 
So Buds appearing e'er the Froſts are paſt, 
Nip'd by fome unkind Blaſt, 
| Wither in Penance for their forward haſte. 
Thus havel feen a Morn ſo bright, 
So deck'd with all the Robes of Light, 
As if it ſcorn'd to think of Night, 
Which a rude Storm e'er Noon did ſhroud, 


4th, 


And buried all its early Glories in a Cloud, 


w ill 
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The day in funeral Blackneſs mourn'd, 


$2 


And all to Sighs, and all to Tears it turn'd. 
I'V. 
But why do we thy Death untimely deem; 
Or Fate blaſpheme? 
We ſhould thy full ripe Vertues wrong, 


To think thee young. 
Fate, when ſhedid thy vigorous Growthbehold, Þþ 
And all thy forward Glories told, 
Forgot thy tale of Years, and thought thee old, 
The brisk Endowments of thy Mind 
Scorning 1'th' Bud tobe confin'd, 
Out-ran thy Age, and left (low Time behind; 
Which made thee reach Maturity fo ſoon, 
And at firſt Dawn preſent a full-pread Noon, 
So thy PerfeQions with thy Soul agree, 
Both knew no Non-age, knew no Infancy. 
Thus the firſt Patern of our Race began Z 
His Life in middle-age, at's Birth a perf: Ct Man. 


V. 


of Mr. Charles Morwent. $3 


V. 
So well thou actedſt 1n thy Span of Days, 


As calls at once for Wonder and for Praiſe. l 
} Thy prudent Condutt had fo learnt tomeaſure 

| Thedifferent whiles of Toil and Leaſure, 
Notimedid Aftion want, no Aﬀtion wanted Pleaſure. 

: Thy buſte Induſtry could Time dilate, 

| And (ſtretch the Thread of Fate : 

Thy careful Thrift could only boaſt the Power 


| To lengthen Minutes, and extend an Hour. 
| No ſingle Sand could e'er (lip by 
* Without its Wonder, {weet as high : 
And every teeming Moment til] brought forth 
A thouſand Rarities of Worth. 
| While ſome no other Cauſe for Life can give, 
But a dull Habitude to live : 
| Thou ſcorn'd(t ſuch Lazineſs while here beneath, 


| And Liv'd(t that time which others only Breath. 


E 3 VI, Next 
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| V I. 

Next our juſt Wonder does commence, 
Howl1ſo ſmall Roomcould holdſuch Excellence, | 
Nature was proud when ſhe contriv'd thy Frame, 

In thee ſhe labor'd for a Name: 


Hence''twas ſhe/laviſh'd all her Store, 


: 
7 
K 


As if ſhe meant hereafter to be poor, 


And, like a Bankrupt, run o'th' Score. 


Her curious Hand here drewin Straightsand joyn'd Þ/ 


All thePerfections lodge in Humane kind; 


Teaching her numerous Gifts to lie 


Crampt in a ſhort Epitome. 

So Stars contrated in a Diamond ſhine, 
And Jewels in a narrow Point confine 
The Riches of an 1-dian Mine. 

Thus ſubtle Artiſts can 

Draw Nature's larger felt within a Span: 


A ſmall Frame bolds the World, Earth, Heav'nsard | 
all : 


Shrunk to the ſcant Dimenſions of a Ball. 


VII. Thi 
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VII. _ 


! Thoſe Parts which never in one Subject dwell, 
, | But ſome uncommon Excellence foretel, 
Like Stars did all conſtellate here, 


And met together in one Sphere. 


RH Sy maine ry WM. © png ER ka A 


* Thy Judgment, Wit and Memory conſpir'd 


| To make themſelves and thee admir'd : 


nd could thy growing Height a longer Stay have 
* known, 


Thou hadfſt all other Glories,and thy ſelf out-done. 


[ 


While ſome to Knowledge by Degrees arrive, 
Thro tedious Induſtry improv'd, 
* Thine ſcorn'd by ſuch pedantick Rulesto thrive z 
But ſwift as that. of Angels mov'd, 
And made us think it was intuitive, 
| Thy pregnant Mind ne'er ſtruggl'd in its Birth, 
| But quick,and while it did conceive, brought forth} —& | 
| Thegentle Throes of thy prolifick Brain 
Were all unſtrain'd, and without Pain. 
E 4 Thus 
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Thi 8when Great Jove the Queen of Wiſdombare 
So eaſie and ſo mild his Travels were. | 
VIII, 
Nor were theſe Fruitsin a rough Soil beſtown 
As Gemmsare thick'(t in rugged Quarries ſown. 
Good Nature and good parts ſo ſhar'd thy mind, 
A Muſe and Grace were ſo combin'd, 
'Twas hard to gueſs which with moſt Luſtre ſhin'd, 
A Genius did thy whole Comportment a, 
Whoſe charming Complaiſance did fo attract, 
As every Heart attack 'd. | 
Such a ſoft Air thy well-tun'd Sweetnel: [way'd, 
As told thy Soul of Harmony was made; 
All rude Afﬀc tions that Diſturbers be, 
That mar or diſunite Society, | 
| Were Foreiners to thee. 
- Love only in their ſtead took up its Relt ; 
Nature made that thy conſtant Gu: it, 


And ſeem'd to form no other Paſſion for thy B:ealt 


X, Thy 
Pr 4 
| . [13d £ 
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I X. 


| * This made thy Courteouſneſs to all extend, 
And thee to the whole Univerſe a Friend. 


Thoſe which were Strangers to thy nativeSoll and 


thee 
No Strangers to thy Love could be, 
Whoſe Bounds were wide as all Mortality. : 
Thy Heart no I{land was, disjoyn'd 


| . (Like thy own Nation) from all human kind; 


But 'twas a Continent to other Countreys fixt 
As firm by Love, as they by Earth annext. 
Thou ſcorn'd(t the Map ſhou!d thy Aﬀetion guide, 
Like theirs who love by dull Geography, 
Friends but to whom by Soil they are ally'd: 
Thine reacht to all beſide, 
To every member of the world's great Family. 
Heav'ns Kindneſs only claimsa Name more general, 
Wh:ich we the nobler call, 


Becauſe 'tis commen, and vouchlat'd to all. 


X. Such *.. 
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X. 
Such thy Ambition of obliging was, 


Thou ſeem'dſt corrupted with the very Power to 
pleaſe. 


Only to let thee gratifie, 
At once did bribe and pay thy Courteſie. 
Thy Kindneſs by Acceptance might be bought, 
It for no other Wages fought, 
But would its own be thought, 
No Suiters went unſatisfy'd away; 
But left thee more unſatisfy'd than they. 


Brave 1i7t#s! thou mightſt here thy true Portraicture 
find, 


And view thy Rival in a private mind. 
Thou heretofore deſerv'd(t ſuch Praile, 
When Adts of Goodneſs did compute thy days, 


Meaſur'd not by the Suz's, but thine own kinder 
Rays. 


Thou thoughtſteach hour out of Life's Journal lolt, Þ 
Which could not ſome freſh Favor boalt, 


And reckon'd(t Bounties thy beſt Clephdras. ; 
X1. Some ; 


CST i ata 
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X I. 
Some Fools who the great Art of giving want, 
Deflower their Largeſs with too ſlow a Grant; 
Where the deluded Suitor dearly buys 
What hardly can defray 
The Expence of Importunities, 
Or the Suſpenſe of torturing Delay. 
Here was no need of tedious Pray'rs to ſue, 
Or thy too backward Kindneſs woo. 
[t moved with no formal State, 
Like theirs whoſe Pomp does for intreaty wait : 
But met the ſwift'lt Deſires half way; 
And Wiſhes did well-nigh anticipate; 
And then as modeſtly withdrew, 
Nor for its due Reward of Thanks would ſtay. 
XII. 
Yet might this Goodneſs to the happy moſt accrue; 
Somewhat was to:the miſerable due, 
Which they might juſtly challenge too. 


Whate'er miſhap did a known Heart oppreſs, 
The 
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The ſame did thine as wretched make; 


Like yielding Wax thine did th' Impreſſions take, 4 
And paint its Sadneſs 1n as lively Dreſs. 
Thou could'ſ{taffliftions from another Breaſt tranſlate, 
And forein Grief impropriate ; 
Oft-times our Sorrowsthineſo much havegrown, 
They ſcarce were more our own 
We ſeem'd exempt, thou fſuffer'd(t all alone. 
XII. 
Our ſmall'{t Misfortunes ſcarce could reach thy Ear, 
But made thee give in Alms a Tear; 
And when our Hearts breath'd their regret in ſighs, 
As a juſt Tribute to their Miſeries, 
Thine with their mournful Airs did ſymbolize. 
| Like throngs of ſighs did for its Fibres crowd, 
| And told thy Grief from our each Gricf aloud: 
Such 1s the ſecret Sympathy 
Wemay betwixt twoneighb'ring Lutesdeſcry, 


If either by unskilful hand too rudely bent 


Its ſoft Complaint in penſive murmurs vent, 
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As if it did that Injury reſent: 
| Untoucht the other ſtrait returns the Moan, 
And gives an Eccho to each Groan. 
| From its{weet Bowels a ſad Note's convey'd, 
Like thoſe which to condole are made, 
As if its Bowels too a kind Compaſſion had. 
XIV. 
Nor was thy goodneſs bounded with ſo ſmallextent, 
Or in ſuch narrow Limits pent. 
Let Female Frailty in fond Tears diſtill, 
Who think that Moiſture which they ſpill 
Can yield Relief, 
Or ſhrink: the Current of anothers Grief, 
Who hope that Breath whichtheyin ſighs convey, 
Should blow Calamities away. 
Thine d1d a manlier Form expreſs, 
And fcorn'd to whine at an Unhappinels; 
Thou thought'(t it (till the nobleſt Pity to redreſs. 
So friendly Angels their Relief beſtow 
On the unfortunate below 
For 
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For whom thoſe purer mindsno Paſſion knoyy : 
Such Nature in that generous Plant is found, 
Whoſe every Breach does with a Salve abound, 
And woundsitſelf to cure another's Wound. 
In pity to Mankind it ſheds its Juice, 
Glad with expence of Blood to ſerve their Uk, 
Firſt with kind Tears the remedy bewails, 
And after heals; 
And makes thoſe very Tears our Maladies produce, 
X V. 
Nor didft thou to thy Foes leſs generous appear, 
(lf there were any durſt that Title wear. ) 
They could not offer Wrongs ſo faſt, 
But what were pardon'd with like haſte; 
Had by thy Ads of Amneſty defac't. 
And he who wilh'd the art how to forget, 
Difcover'd its new Worth in thee, 
He had a double Value on it (et, 
And juſtly ſcorn'd th' ignobler Art of Memory. 
No Wrongs could thy great Soul to Grict cxpole, 


'T was 
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'Twas plac't as much out of the reach of thoſe, 
As of material Blows. 


No Injuries could thee provoke, 


Thy Softneſs always dampt the ſtroke: 

p As Flints on Feather-beds are eafieſt broke. 

: Afronts could ne'er thy cool Complexion heat, 
: Or chafe thy temper from its ſetled State: 

But ſtill thou ſtoodlt unſhockt by all, - 

* As if thou hadſt unlearnt the Power to hate, 
Or, like the Dove, wrt born without a Gall. 
XVI. 

Vain Stoicks who diſclaim all Human Senſe, 
And own no Paſſions to reſent Offence, 


May paſs it by with unconcern'd Negle, 


And Vertue on thoſe Principles erect, 
Where 'tis not a PerfeQion, but Defect. 


Let theſe themſelves in a dull Patience plealc, 


Which their own Statues may poſlels, 


And they themſelves when Carcalles. 


Thou only could(t tothat high pitch arrive, 


ol, 
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| Tocourt Abuſes, that thou mightſt forgive: 

Wrongs thus in thy Eſteem ſeem'd Courteſie, 
And thou the fuſt was &er oblig'd by Injury, 


XVII. 


Nor may we think theſe God-like Qualities 
Could ſtand in need of Votaries, 
Which heretofore had challeng'd Sacrifice. 
Each Aſlignation, each Converſe 
Gain'd thee ſome new Idolaters. 
Thy ſweet Obligingneſs could ſupple Hate, 
And out of it its Contrary create, 
Its powerful Influence made Quarrels ceafe, 
And Fewds diſlolv'd into a calmer Peace. 
Envy refign'd her Force, and vanquiſh'd Spite 
Became thy (peedy Profelyte. 
Malice could cheriſh Enmity no more 3 
And thoſe which were thy Foes before, 
Now wilt'd they might adore. 
Ceſar may tell of Nations took, 
And Troops by Force ſubjected to his Yoke: 


> 


1 


4 


bl 
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We read as great a Conqueror in thee, 
Who couldſt by milder ways all Hearts ſubdue, 
The nobler Conqueſt of the two 3 

% Thus thou whole Legions mad'(t the Captives be» 
| And like him too couldſtlook, and ſpeak thy Victory. 
x XVII. 

Hence may we Calculate the Tendernels 

Thou did{t Expreſs 

To all, whom thou did(t with thy Friendſhip bleſs: 

To think of Paſſion by new Mothers bore 
| To the young Offfpring of their Womb, 


—————_—— 


Or that of Lovers to what they Ador 
Ere Duty it become : 
We ſhould too mean Ideas frame, 
Of that which thine might juſtly claim, 
And injureit by a degrading Name : 
) Conceive the tender Care. 
F Of guardian Angels to their Charge affi en'd, 
] | Or think how dear 
ie ; To Heaven Expiring Martyrs ate 5 
= F Theſe 
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Theſe are the Emblems of thy mind, 


The only Types to ſhew how thou waſt kind. 
XIX. 


On whom ſoe're thou didft confer this Tye 


'Twas laſting as Eternity, 
And firm as the unbroken Chain of Deſtiny, 


Embraces would faint ſhadows of your Union 
((how, Þ 


Unleſs you could together grow. 
That Union which is from Alliance bred, 
Does not ſo faltly wed, 
Tho' it with Blood be cemented : 
That Link wherewith the Soul and Body's joynd, 
Which twiſts the double Nature in Mankind 
Only fo cloſe can bind. 
That holy Fire which Roxrans to their Veſta paid, 
Which they immortal as the Goddeſs made, 


Thy noble Flames moſt fitly parallel 3 
Forthine were juſt ſo pure, and juſt ſo durab Þ? 
Thoſe feigned Pajrs of Faithfulneſs which cla! Þ 


\ 
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So high a place in ancient Fame, 


. Had they thy better Patern ſeen, 

7 They'd made their Friendſhip more divine 

| And ſtrove to mend their Charadters by «hine. 
X X. 


7 Yet had this Friend(hip no advantage been, 


\ Þ Unleſs 'twere exercis'd within 3 
| What did thy Love to other Objedts tie, 
The ſame made thy own Pow'rs agree, 
And reconcil'd thy ſelf to thee. 
No Diſcord in thy Soul did reſt, 
Save what its Harmony increaſ(t. 
Thy mind did with ſuch regular Calmnefs move, 
| As held reſemblance with the greater Mind above. 
| Reaſon there fix'd its peaceful Throne, 
And reign'd alone. 
The Will its eafte Neck to Bondage gave, 
And to the ruling Faculty became a Slave. 
The Pafiions rais'd no Civil Wars, 
Nor diſcompoy'd thee with inteſtine Jars : 
F 2 All 
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All did obey, 
And paic Allegiance to its rightful Sway, 
All threw their reſty Tempers by, 
And gentler Figures drew, 


Gentle as Nature 1n its Infancy, 


As when themſclves in their fi{t Beings grew. 
X X I. 

Thy Soul within ſuch filent Pomp did keep, 
As if Humanity were lull'd alleep. 
So gentle was thy Pilgrimage beneath, 

Time's unheard Feet ſcarce make leſs Noile, 
Or the ſoft Journey which a Planet goes. 

Life ſeem'd all calm as its Jaſt Breath. 
A (till Tranquillity fo huſhe thy Breaſt, 

. As if ſome Halcyon were its Guelt, 

| And there had built her Nelt; 

It hardly now enjoysa greater Reft. 
As that ſmooth Sea which wears the Name of Pea, ſÞ 

Still with one even Face appears, 


And icels no Tides to change it from its pace 


No 
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No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears: 
As that unſpotted Sky, 
| Where Nile does want of Rain ſupply, 


Is free from Clouds, from Storms is ever free. 


So thy unvary'd mind was always one, 

And with ſuch clear Serenity ſtill (hone, 

| Ascaus'd thy little World to ſeem all temp'rate Zone. 
XXII. 

Let Fools their high Extraction boaſt, 


And Greatneſs, which no Travel, but their Mothers, 
, [8 colt. 


Let 'em extol a ſwelling Name, 

Which theirs oy Will and Teſtament became 
At beſt but meer Inheritance, 
As oft the Spoils as Gift of Chance. 

Let ſome 1ll-plac't Repute on Scutcheons rear 

' As fading 3s the Colors which thoſe beat; 
« And prize a painted Field, 

Which Wealth as ſoon as Fame can yield. 


| Thonſcorn'd(t at ſuchlowrates to purchaſe worth, 


No | F 3 Nor 
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Nor could(t thou owe it only to thy Birth. 
Thy ſelf-born Greatneſs was above the Power 
Of Parents to entail, or Fortune to deflower, 


Thy Soul, which like the Sun, Heaven molded 
bright, 


Difdain'd to ſhine with borrow'd Light. 
Thus from himſelf th' Eternal Being grew, 
And from no ether Cauſe his Grandeur drew. 

XXIII. 

Howe'er if true Nobility 
Rather in Souls than in the Blood does lie : 
It from thy better part we Meaſures take, 
And that the Standard of our Value make, 
Jewels and Stars become low Heraldry 

To blazon thee. 
Thy Soul was big enough to pity Kings, 
And lookt on Empires as poor humble things 
Great as his boundleſs mind, 

Wha thought himſelf in one wide Globe confine, Þ: 


Anc for another pin'd. 


Great 
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Great as that Spirit whoſe large Powers rowl 
Thro' the vaſt Fabrick of this ſpatious Bow], 
ZAnd tell the World as well as Man can boaſt a Soul, 

| XXIV. 

Yet could not this an Haughtineſs beget, 

Or thee above the common Level ſet. 

Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 
( Asthings moſt lofty ſmaller (till appear) 

With thee did no Alliance bear. 

Low Meritsoft are by too high Eſteem bely'd, 
Whoſe ownerslefſen while they raiſetheir Price 3 
Thine were above the very Guilt of Pride, 
Above all others, and thy own Hyperbole : 

In thee the wid'ſt Extreams were joyn'd 
The lofcielt, and the lowlieſt Mind. 

Thus thoſomepart of Heav'ns vaſt Rouad, 
Appear but low, and ſeem to touch the Ground. 
Yet tis well known almoſt to bound the Spheres, 


Ti; truly held to be above the Stars. 


F 4 While” 
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X XV, 
While thy brave Mind preſerv'd this noble Frame, 


Thou ſRood(ſt at once ſecure 


 Fromal!! theFlattery and Obloquy of Fame, 


Itsrough and gentler Breath were both to thee the 
ſame: 


Nor this could thee exalt, nor that depreſs thee 
jower; 


But thou fromthy great Soul on both look*dſt 
down 


Without the ſmall concernment of a ſmile or frown. 
Heav*n icisdreads that it ſhould fir'd be 
By the weak flitting Sparks that upwardsfly, 
Lefsthe bright Goddeſs of the Night 
Fears thofe loud howlings that revile her Light 


Than thou malignat: Tongues thy Woutt 
ſhould blaſt, 


Which was too great fur Fnvy's Cloud to overcall, 
'Twasthy brave Mcthod to deſpile Contempt, 
And make what was the Fault the Punilhment. 
What more Aſla:.lts could weak Detraction raile, 

When 
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When thou could(t Saint diſgrace, 


And turn Reproach to Praiſe. 


/ 
P Clouds which would obſcure the Sun, oft guilded 


» 
| be, 


And Shades are taught to ſhine as bright as he. 


So Diamonds, when envious Night 
Would ſhroud their Splendor, look met bright, 


And from its Darkneſs ſeem to borrow Light, 


| XXVI. 
Had Heaven campos'd thy mortal Frame, 
Free from Contagion as thy Soul or Fame : 
Could Vertue been but Proof againſt Death's Arms, 
Thadf{t ſtood unvanquilſht by theſe Harms, 
Safe in a Cucle made by thy own Charms, 
|; | FondPleaſure, whole ſoft Magick oft beguiles 
Raw unexperienc'd Souls, 
And with ſmooth Flattery cajoles, 
Could ne'er enſaare thee with her Wiles, 
| Or make thee Captive to her ſoothing Smiles, 
' In vain that Pimp of Vice aflay'd to pleaſe, 
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In hope to draw thee to its rude Embrace: 
Thy Prudence ſtill that Syrer paſt 
Without being pinion'd to the Maſt: 
A'] its Aitempts were ineffeCtual found; 
Heaven fenc'd thy heart withits own Mound, 


And forc'd the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 
Ground. 


XXVII. 
The mad Capricio's of the doating Age 


Could ne'er in the fame Frenzy thee engage; 


But mov'd thee rather with a generous Rage. 
Gallants, who their high Breeding prize, 
Known only by their Gallanture and Vice, 
Whoſe Talent isto court a faſhionable Sin, 
And at ſome fine Tranſgrefſion with a janty Meer, 
May by ſuch Methods hope the Vogue to win. 
Let thoſe gay Fops who deem 
Their Infamies Accompliſhment, 
Grow ſcandalous to get Eſteem ; 


And by Diſgrace ſtrive to be eminent. 
Here 


of Mr. Charles Morwent. 75 


Here thou diſdainſt the common Road, 
Nor wouldſt by ought be wood 
To wear the vain Iniquitieso'th' Mode. 
Vice with thy Practice did ſo diſagree, 
Thou ſcarcecouldſt bear it in thy Theory. 
1 Thou didſt ſuch Ignorance 'boveKnowledgeprize, 
| And hereto be unskill'd, is to be wile. 
| Such the firſt Founders of our Blood, 
While yet untempted, ſtood 
Contented only to know Good. 
XXVIII. 
Vertue alone did guide thy Attions here, 
Thou by no other Card thy Life didſt ſteer: 
No fly decoy would ſerve, 
To make thee from its rigid DiQates ſwerve, 
Thy Love ne'er thought her worſe 
Becauſe thou hadſt ſo few Competitors. 
Thou could(ſt adore her when ador'd by none 


Content tobe her Votary alone : 


76 To the Memory 
When 'twas proſcrib'd the unkind Worlq | 
And to blind Cells, and Grotto's hurld, 


When thought the Fantom of ſome crazy Brain, 
Fit for grave Anchorets to entertain, 
A thinChimezra, whom dull Gown-Men frame 


To gull deluded Mortals with an empty Name, 
XXIX. 


Thon own'd(t no Crimes that ſhun'd the 
Light, 


Whoſe Horror might thy Blood affright 
And force 1t to its known Retrear. 
While the pale Cheeks do Penance in their White, 
And tell that Bluſhes are too weak to expiate: 
Thy Faults might all be on thy Forehead wore 
And the whole World thy Conteſlor. 
Conſcience within ſtill kept Aſlize, 
To punilh and defer Impieties : 
That inbred Judg, ſuch ſtridt Inſpection bore, 
So travers'd all thy Actions ore 3 


Th';Eternal Judge could ſcarce do more: 
Thoſe 


3 of Mr. Charles Morwent. 597 
Thoſe little Eſcapades of Vice, 
Which paſs the Cognizance of moſt 


| I'th' Crowd of following Sins forgot and loſt, 
{ Could nee its Sentence or Arraignment mils -. 
| Thoudidlt prevent the young defires of ill, 
And them in their firſt Motions kill: | 
The very thoughts in others unconkn'd | 
And lawleſs as the Wind, 
: Thau could(t to Rule and Order bind, 


They dutrſt not any ſtamp, but that of Vertue 
bear, 


> And free from ſtain as” thy moſt publick Adions 
| were. 


Let wild Debauches hug their darling Vice 


And court no other Paradiſe, 
Till want of Power 
Bids 'em diſcard the ſtale Amour, 
And when diſabled ſtrength ſhall force 
A ſhort Divorce, 
* Miſca'! that weak forbearance Abſtinence, 


+ Whic't wiſe Vorality and better Sence 


. [1 Stiles 
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Stiles but at beſt a ſneaking Impotence. 
Thine far a Nobler Pitch did fly 

'Twas all free choice, nought of Neceſſity, | 
Thou didfſt that puny Soul diſdain 

Whoſe half ſtrain Vertue only car reſtrain; 3 


Nor would(t that empty Being own 
Which ſprings from Negatives alone, 
But truly thoughlt it always Vertues Skeleton. 
XXX. 
Nor didſt thou thoſe mean Spirits more approve, 
Who Vertue, only for its Dowry love, 
Unbrib'd thou did(ſt her ſterling «lf cſpouſc: 
Nor would(t a better Miſtreſs choole. 
Thou couldſt AfﬀecGtion to her bare [424 pay 
The fuſt that &er care(s'd her the Platonick way. 
To fee her in her own Attrattions dreſt 
Did all thy Love arreſt, 
Nor lack'd there new Efforts to ſtorm thy Brel | 


Thy generous Loyalty 


Would ne'er a Mercenary be, 
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* But choſe toſerye her ſtill without a Livery. 


Yet waſlt thou not of Recompenſe debarr'd, 


| 7 But counted(t Honeſty its own Reward ; 
? Thou did{t not wiſha greater BliG t' accrue, 


2 For to be good to thee was to be happy too, 


That ſecret Triumph of thy mind, 
Which always thou in doing well didſt find, 
| Were Heaven enough, were there no other Heaven 
deſign'd. 
XXKXl. 


What Vertues few poſleſs but by Retail 
In groſs could thee their Owner call ; 

They all did in thy ſingle Circle fall. 

Thou waſt a living Syſteze where were wrote 

All thoſe high Morals which in Books are ſought. 
Thy Practice did more Vertucs ſhare 

Than heretofore the learned Porch e'er knew, 

Or in the Stagyrites ſcant Ethics grew : 

Devout thou waſlt as holy Hermits are, 


Which ſhare their time *twixt Extalie and Prayer. 
Modeſt 
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Modeſt as Infant Roſes-in their bloom, 
Which in a Bluſh their Lives conſume, 
So Chaſt, the Dead are only mote, 

Who lie divorc'd from Objeds, and from Power, | 
So pure, that if bleſt Saints could be : 


Taught Innocence, they'd gladly learn of thee, 
Thy Vertues height in Heaven alone could proy 
Nor to ought elſe would for Acceſſion owe: 

It only now's more perfe& than it was below. 

XXX[1Tl. 

Hence, tho” at once thy Soul liv'd here and there, 
Yet Heaven alone its Thoughts did ſhare; 
It own'd no home, but in the active Sphere. 


Its Motionsalways did to that bright Center row!, 


And ſeem'd t'inform thee only on Parole. 


Look how the Needle does to its dear North incline, 
As wer't not fixt 'twould to that Region climb: 
Or mark what hidden force 
Bids the Flame upwards take its courlc, 


And makes it with that Swiſtnels ric, 


Gach 
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Asif *twere wing'd by th' Airthro' whichit flies. 
2Such a ſtrong Vertue did'thy Inclinations bend, 
3 And made'er ſtill to the bleſt Manſions tend: 
That:mighty Slave whom the'proud Victor's Rage 


| Shut Pris'ner in a golden Cage; .: / 
7 Condemn'd to glorious Vaſlalige, 
] Ne'er/long'd for deatEnlargement more, 


Nor his gay Bondage witli lefs:Patience bore, 
{Thanthis great Spirit brookt its:tedious: Stay, 
| While fetter'd herein brittle Clay, 
, | Andwiſh'd to diſengage and fly away. 
It vext and chaf'd, and till defir'd' toi'be 
Releas'd to the (weet Freedomob Eternity. 
XXXI1EL 
Nor were its Withes long unheard, 
Fate ſoon at its deſire appear'd;. 
x And ſtrant for an Afault prepar'd: 
A fuddain/and aſwift Diſeaſe ' + 
Firſt on thy Heart Life's chiefeſt Fort does! ſeizes, 
And then on all the Suburb-vitals preys: ' 


ich | | G Next 
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Next it corrupts thy tainted Blood, 


And ſcatters Poyſon thro' its purple Flood. 
Sharp Aches in thick Troops it fends, 
And Pain, which like a Rack the Nerves extend, 
Anguiſh through every Member flies, 


And all thoſe inward Gemonies 
Whereby frail Fleſh tn Torture dies. 
All the ſtaid Glories of thy Face, 


Where ſprightly Youth lay checkt with manly Grace 


| 
Are now impair'd, 
Andquite by the rude hand of Sickneſs mar'd, 
Thy Body where due Symmetry 


In juſt proportions once did lie, 


Now hardly. could be known, 

Its very Figure out of Faſhion grown; 

And ſhould thy Soul to its old Seat return, 
And Life once more adjourn, 

'Twould ſtand amaz'd to ſee its alter'd Frame, 


Anddoubt (almoſt —_ its own ——_ were i} 
ſame. . 14'q 'þ 


XXIV [ 
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XXXIV. 
And here thy Sickneſs does new matter raiſe 


Both for thy Vertue and our Praiſe; 


'Twas here thy Picture look'd moſt neat, 
When deep'lt in Shades 'twas ſet. 
Thy Vertues only thus could fairer be 
Advantag'd by the Foil of Miſery. 
Thy Soul which haſten'd now to be enlarg'd, 
«| | And of its groſler Load diſcharg'd, 


Began to aCt above its wonted rate, 


ae - 
PR __ 


' Andgavea Prelude of its next unbody'd State. 
So d yiong Tapers near their Fall, 

When their own Luſtre lights their Funeral, 

ContraCt their Strength into one brighter Fire, 

And in that Blaze triumphantly expire. 

So the bright Globe that rules the Skies, 

Tho' he guild Heav'a with a glorious Riſe, 


Reſerves his choiceſt Beams to grace his Set 


; And then he looks moſt great, 


And then in greateſt Splendor dies. 
Q 2 XXXVI, 
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XXXVLI 


Thou ſharpeſt painsdidſt with that Courage bear, 
And till thy Looks ſo unconcern'd didſt wear: 


Beholders ſeem'd more indiſpos'd than thee; | 
For they were fick in Efbgie. 
Like ſome well-faſhion'd Arch thy Patienceſtood, þ 


And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load. 


Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint | 
Would make another faint ; 
Thou could'ſt endure in true Reality, 
And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſee. 
Thoſe Indians who their Kings by Torture choſe, 
SubjeQing all the Royal Iflue to that Teſt 
Could ne'er thy Sway refule, 
If he deſerves to reign that ſuffers-beſt. 
Had thoſe fierce Savages thy Patience view'd, 
Thou'dſt claim'd their Choice alone; Þ 
They with a Crown had paid thy Fortitude, , 
And turn'd thy Death-bed to a Throne p 


xxl 
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XXXVII, 
All thoſe Heroick Pieties, 
Whoſe Zeal to Truth made them its Sacrifice : 
Thoſe nobler Scevola's, whoſe holy Rage 


Did their whole ſelves in cruel Flames engage, 


Who did amid(t their Force unmov'd appear, 


As if thoſe Fires but lambent were; 
| Or they had found their Empyreyz there. 
Might theſe repeat again their Days beneath, 
' They'dſeen their Fates out-afted by a natural Death, 
| Andeach of themto thee reſign his Wreath, 
| [In ſpite of Weakneſs and harſh Deſtiny, 
Toreliſh Torment, and enjoy a Miſery: 
So to careſs a Doom, 
As make its Sufferings Delights become : 
Soto triumph o'er Senſe and thy Diſeaſe, 
ef Asamongſt Painstorevelin ſoft Eaſe : 
| Theſe wonders did thy Vertues worth enhance, 


\ 


ne pad Sickneſs to dry Martyrdom advance. 


q 
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XXXVIIL 
Yet could not all theſe Miracles ſtern Fate avert, 
Or make't withold the Dart. 
Oaly ſhe paus'd a while with Wonder {trook, 

A while ſhe doubted if that Deſtiny was thine, 

And turned o'er again the dreadful Book, 
And hop'd ſhe had miſtook ; 

f.nd wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line. 
But dire Neceſſity 
Soon cry d 'twas thee, 

And bad her give the fatal Blow. 

Strait ſhe obeys,and (trait the vital Powers grow 
Too weak to grapple with a ſtronger Foe, 
And now the feeble Strife forgo. 

Life's ſap'd Foundation every Moment inks, 


And every Breath to Iefler compaſs ſhrinks; 


Laſt panting Gaps grow weaker each Rebound, 
Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound: 
And doubtful Twilight hovers o'er the Light, 
Ready to uſher in Eternal Night. 


X XX 
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XXXIX. 

Yet here thy Courage taught thee to out-brave 
All the flight Horrors of the Grave : 

, Pale Death's Arreſt 

Ne'er ſhock'd thy Breaſt; 

| Norcouldit in the dreadfullt Figure dreſt. 

That ugly Skeleton may guilty Spirits daunt, 

7 When the dire Ghoſts of Crimes departed haunt, 


| Arm'd with buld Innocence thou couldſt that Mormo 
dare, 


And on the bare-face'd King of Terrors ſtare, 
© As fee from all Effets as from the Cauſe of Fear. 
Thy Soul ſo willing from thy Body went, 
As if both parted by Conſent. 
No Murmur, no Complaining, no Delay, 
Oaly a Sigh, a Groan, and ſo away. 
Death ſcem'd to glide with Pleaſure in, 


: Asifin this Senſetoo't hadloſt her Sting. 
| Like ſome well-ated Comedy Life ſwifily paſt, 


And ended juſt foſtill and ſweet at laſt, 
G 4 Thou 
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Thou, likeits Actors, feem'dftinborrow'd Habit here þ- 
( beneath, |: 


And couldſt, as eaſily 
As they do that, put off Mortality. 


Thou breathedſt out thy Soul as free as common | 
Breath, EO 


As unconcern'd as they are in a feigned Death. 
RX 
Go happy Soul, aſcend the joyful Sky, 


Toyful to ſhine with thy bright Company : 
Go mount the ſpangled Sphere, 

And make it brighter by another Star : 

Yet ſtop not there,till thou advance yet higher, 

Till thou art ſwallow'd quite 

| In the vaſt uncxhaulted Ocean of Delight - 

Delight which there alone in its true Eſfence 1s, 

Where Saints keep an cternal Carnival of Bliſs: 
Where the Regalio's of retined Joy, 

Which fill, but never cloy. 

Where Pleaſures ever growing,ever new, 


Immortal as thy ſelf, and boundleſs too. _ 
There 
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There'may'ſt thou learned by Compendiuns 


j | grow 


For which in vain below 


We ſo much time,and ſo muchpains beſtow. 
There may'ſt thouall 1424's ſee, 


All wonders which in Knowledge be 
In that fair beatifick mirror of the Deity. 
EE: XL 1. 
Mean while thy Body mourns in its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables for its tender Truſt. 
Tho' dead, it yet retains ſome untoucht Grace, 
Wherein we may thy Soul's fair Foot-ſteps trace; 
Which noDiſeaſecan frighten from its wonted place: 
* E'en itsDeformitiesdo thee become, 
' And only ſerve to confecrate thy Doom. 
Thoſe marks of Death which did its Surface (tain 
| Now hallow, not profane. 
Each Spot does toa Ruby turn; 
What foil'd butnow, would nowadorn. 


| Thoſe Aſterisks plac'd in the Margin of thy Skin | 
Point 
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Point out the nobler Soul that dwelt within: 


Thy leſſer, like the greater World appears 


All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. 


So Indian Luxury when it would be trim, 


Hangs Pearls on every Limb. 


Thus amongſt ancient Pitts Nobility 
In Blemiſhes did hes 
Each by his Spots more honourable grew, 


And from their Store a greater Value drew: 


Their Kings were known by th' RoyalStains they 


bore, 
Andin their Skinstheir Ermin wore. 
LEIL 


Thy Blood where Death triumph'd in greatelt 
State, 


Whole Purple ſeem'd the Badge of Tyrant-F ate, 
And all thy Body or 
Its ruling Colours bore : 

That which infe&ted with the noxious Ill 


But lately help'd to kill, 


_ 4.46 > war s « - 2 - 
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And thro' each part a ſwifter Ruin threw. 


93 


Now conſcious, its own Murther wouldarraign, - 


And throngstoſally outat every Vein. 


; Each Dropa redder than itsnative Dye puts on, 


As if inits own Bluſhes'twould its Guilt atone. 


A ſacred Rubric does thy Carcaſs paint, 


And Death in every Member writes thee Saint. 


So Phebws cloaths his dying Rayseach Night, 


2 And bluſheshe can live no longer togive Light. 


LXIIT. 


| Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have 


Like their own Carcaſles a Grave, 
Let them with vain Expence adorn 


Some coſtly Urn, 


Which ſhortly, like themſelves, to Duſt ſhall turn. 


Here lacks no Carian Sepulchre, 


Which Ruin ſhall &er long in itsown Tombinterr, 


No fond H#2zptian Fabric built ſo high 
As if 'twould climb the Sky, 


And thence reach Immortality. 


Thy 


| \ 
29 To the Memory 
Thy Vertues ſhall embalm thy Name, 
And make it laſting as the Breath of Fame. 
When frailer Braſs 
Shall moulder by a quick Decreaſe ; 
When brittle Marble ſhall decay, 
And to the Jaws of Time become a Prey. 
Thy Praiſe ſhall live, when Graves ſhall buried lie, 
Till Time it Qlf ſhall die, 
And yield its triple Empire to Eternity. 


[ 95 ] 


| To the Memory of that worthy Gentle- 
* man, Mr. Harman Atwood. 


PINDARIQUE. 


| 


; No, I'll no more repine at Deſtiny, 
: Now we poor common Mortals are content todie. 
; When thee, bleſt Saint, we cold and breathleſs ſee, 
Thee,who if ought that's great and brave, 
Ought that is excellent might ſave, 
a | Hadl(t juſtly claim'd Exemption from the Grave, 
- And cancell'd the black irreverſible Decree. 
Thou didſt alone ſuch Worth,ſuch Gogdnefs ſhare 
_ | As welldeſerv'd to, be immortal here; 
* Deſerve a Life as laſting as the Fame thou art to wear. 
| At leaſt, why went thy Soul without its Mate ?-. 


Why 
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Why did they not together undivided go? 
So went (we're told) the fam'd Illuſtrious Two, 
(Nor could they greater Merits ſhey, 
Altho' the beſt of Patriarchs that, 
And this the beſt of Prophets was) 
Heav'n did alive the bleſſed Pair tranſlate; 
Alive they launch'd into Life's boundleſs Happineſs, 
And never paſt Death's Straights and narrow Seas; 


Ne'er enter'd the dark gloomy Thorowfare of Fate. 


I I. 


Long time had the Profeſſion under Scandal lain, 


And felt a general tho' unjuſt Diſdain, 


de ASCITY 


An upright Lawyer Contradidtion ſcem'd, 
And was at leaſt a Prodigy eſtecm'd. 


It one perhapsdid in an Age appear, 


y * 
ee ion. 


He was recorded like ſome Blazing Star; 
And Statues were erected to the wondrous Man, 


: Ze 7 ae of I he, c 


Asheretofore to the ſtrange honeſt Publican. 
To thee the numerous'Calling all its thanks ſhoulÞY* 


= 
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To thee who could(t alone its loſt Repute retrieve. 
| Thou the vaſt wide extremes didſt reconcile, 
The firſt, almoſt, e'er taught it was not tobeguile. 
To each thou didſt diſtribute Right ſo equally, 
| Ev'n Juſtice might her ſelf corre her Scales by thee. 


And none did now regret, 


Her once bewail'd Retreat, 
Since all enjoy'd her better Deputy. 
Henceforth ſucceeding Time ſhall bear in mind, 
And Chronicle the beſt of all the kind: 
The beſt cer nce the man that gave 


Our ſuffering God a Graves 
(That God who living no Abode could find, 
* Tho hethe World had made, and was to fave) 
2  Embalming hich, he did embalm his Memory, 
| And make it from Corruption free: 


Thoſe Odors kindly lent perfum'd the Breath of 
Fame, 


And fixt a laſting Fragrancy upon his Name ; 


uid ; And raig'd it with his Saviour to an Immortality. 
To | TI, Hence 
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That ancient vulgar Error of the Schools, * 
Avow'd by dull Philoſophers and thinking Fool, 


Here might they find their feeble Arguments o'er. 
thrown: 


Here might the grave Diſputers find 
Themſelves all baffl'd by a ſingle Mind, 
And ſee one vaſtly larger than their own, 
Tho' all of theirs were mixt in one. 
A Soul as great as eer vouchſat'd to be 
Inhabiter in low Mortality; 
As eerth' Almighty Artiſt Iabour'd to infuſe, 
Thro' all his Mint he did the brighteſt chulc; 
With his own Image ſtampt it fair, 
Ard bid it ever the Divine Impreſſion wear; 
And ſo it did, fo pure, ſo well, 
We hardly could believe him of the Race thatfel!: 
So ſpotleſs ſtil}, and (till. ſo good, 
As if it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood. 
Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly bor: 
It never did reproach its Birth, 
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| As if it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood, 
| Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly born j 

- Þ It never did reproach its Birth, ; 
By valuing ought of baſe or meaner worth, 


; But look'd on earthly Grandeur with Contempt and 
= SCOrIN. | 
n 


I V, 


Like his All-great Creator, who 
Can only by diffuſing greater grow : 
He made his chiefeſt Glory to communicate, 
And choſe the faireſt Attribute to imitate; | 
So kind, fo generous, and fo free, F ; 
As it he only liv'd in Courtehe. | 
To be unhappy did his Pity claim, | 
Only to want it did deferve the ſame : 


'Norlack'd there other Rhetorick than Innocence and 
| Milery. 


if | His unconfin'd unhoarded Store 
Was ſtill the vaſt Exchequer of the poor 3 


H And 
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And whatſoc'er in pious Acts went out 


He did in his own Inventory put: 
For well the wiſe and prudent Banker knew 


His Gracious Sovereign above would all repay, 
And all th' expences of his Charity defray; 
And ſo hedid, both Principal and Intereſt too, 

And he by holy Prodigality more wealthy grew, 


Such, and ſo univerſal is the Influence 


Which the kind bounteous Sun does here diſpen:: 
With an unwearicd indefatigable Race, 
He travels round the World each day, 
And viſits all Mankind, and every place, 
And ſcatters Light and Blcflings all the way, 
Tho! he each hour new Beams expend, 
Yet does he not like waſting Tapers ſpend. 
Tho' he ten thouſand years disburſe in Light, 


The boundleſs Stock can never be cxhau{td quite 


I'S 


{* 


Mis 
UL 
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Nor was his Bounty {tinted or defign'd, 
As theirs who only partially are kind ; 
Or give where they Retura expect to tind 5 
But like his Soul, its fair Octginal ; 
'T was all in all, 
And all in every part, 
Silent as his Devotion, open as his Heart. 
Brib'd withthe Pleaſure to obuge and pratifie, 
As Air and Sunſhine he difpos'd his Kindneis free, 
Yet ſcorn'd Requitals, and worſe hated Flattery, 
And all obiepmious Pomp of vain formality. 
Thus the Almighty Bounty does beſtow 
Its Favors on our undeſcrving Race below 3 
Contci'd on all its ioyal Votaries; 
Confer'd alike on its rebellious Enemies. 
Fo it alone our A!] we owe, 
All that we are and are to be, 
E:cn Art and Science to its Liberality, 


ee And 


102 To the Memory 
And thisſametrifling jingling thing call'd Poetry, 


Yet thegreat Donordoesno coſtly Gratitude require, 
No Charge of Sacrifice deſire ; 


Nor are w' expenſive Hecatombs to raiſe, 


As heretofore, 


_— 


To make his Altars float with reeking Gore, 
io A ſmall Return the mighty Debt and Duty pays, 


Ev'nthe cheap humble Off 'ring ot worthlefs Thanks 
and Praiſe. 


— 
_- 


V Þ 


But how, blcſt Saint, ſball I thy rumerous Vertus 
{umn, 


If one or two take up this room? 
To what vaſt Bulk muſt the fu!l Audit come? 
As that bold Hand that drew the tairelt Deity, 
Had many naked Beauties by, 
And took from each a ſeveral Grace,and Air,and Lits L 
And all in one Epitome did joyn 
To paint his bright Immortal in a Form Divine: 


$9 
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[4 So muſt I do to frame thy Character. 

3 111 think whatever Men can good and lovely call," 
; And then abridge it all, 


7 And crowd, and mix the various [42's there 3 
And yet at laſt of a juſt Praiſe deſpair. 


Whatever ancient Worthies boaſt, 


| 
Which made themſelves and Poets their Deſcribers 
: great, 

d 


; * From whenceold Zeal did Gods and Shrinescreatez 
| Thou hadſt thy ftlf alone engroſt, 
| And all their ſcatter'd Glories in thy Soul did meet : 
| And future Ages, when they eminent Vertues ſee, 
(If any after thee 
Dare the Pretence of Vertue own, 
Without the Fear of being far out-done) 
Shall count 'em all but Legacy, 
Which fromtheStrength of thy Example flow, 


I Andthy fair Copy in a leſs corre& Edition ſhow. 


No 
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VII. 
/ 
Religion over all did a juſt Condu® claim, 
No falſe Religion which from Cuſtom came, 
Which toitsFori: and Country only ow'd its Name: 
No Iſtue of devout and zealous Ionorance, 


Or the more dull Efte& of Chance ; 
But *twas a firm well-grounded Piety, 
T hat krew all that it did believe, and why; 
And for the glorious Cauſe dutſt die; 
Aud curſt out-ſufter ancient Mart yrology. 
$3 knit and interwoven with its being fo, 


Molt thowphtit did not from his Duty, but his Na- 


TUIE $25) "7 
743/740 5ar above the vain ſmall Attacks of Wit, 

Ara 21 that vile gay lewd Buftoonscan bring, 
Ve 22 t3y by iittle Railleries to ruin 1t, 


s . 


7d j-cr £:270 an unreguarded poor defer celefs thing, 
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To damn Religion had they view'd but thine, 
They'd have conteſt it pure, confeſt it all divine, 
And free from all Pretences of Impoſture or Deſign. 


Pow'rtul enough to counter-aft lewd Poets and the 
Stage, 


And Profelyte as faſt as they debauch the Age 


So good, it might alone a guilty condemn'd World 
reprieve, 


Should a deſtroying Angel ſtand 
With brandiſh'd Thunder in his Hand, 
Ready the bidden'Stroke to give; 


Or a new Delugethreaten this and every Land. 
V IIL 


Religion once a quiet and a peaceful Name, 
Which all the Epithets of Gentleneſs did claim, 


Late prov'd the Source of Faftion and inteſtine 
Jars: 


Like the Fair teeming Hebrew, ſhe 
Did travel with a wrangling Progeny, 
H 4 
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And harbor'din her Bowels Fewds and Civil War: 
Surly, uncomplaiſant,and rough ſhe grew, 
Andof a ſoft and cafie Miſtreſs turn'd a Shrew, 
Paſtzon and Anger went for marks of Grace, 

And looks deform'd and ſullen ſandtifyed a Face. 


Thou firſt its meek and primitive Temper did(t 
reſtore. 


Firſt ſhew'd{t how men were pious heretofore - 


The gaul-leſs Dove, which otherwhere could find no 
Reſt, 


Early retreated to its Ark, thy Breaſt, 
And ftraight the ſwelling Waves decreaſt 
And ſtraight tempeſtuous Paſtons cealt, 


Like Winds and Storms where ſome fair Halcyor 
builds her Neſt. 


No overheating Zealdid thee inſpire, 
But 'twas a kindly gentle Fire, 
To warm, but not devour, 
And only did refine, and make more pure: 


Such is that Fire that makes thy preſent bleſt A- 
bode | 


The 
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The Refadence and Palace of our God. 


And ſuch was that bright unconſuming Flame, 


| So mild, ſo harmleſs and ſo tame, 
Which heretofore ith' Buſh to Moſes came - 


Ar firſt the Viſion did the wondring Prophet 
ſcare, 


But when the voice had check'd his needleſs 
Fear 


He bow'd and worſhipp'd and confeſt the Deity was 
there. | 


IX. 


Hail Saint Triumphant ! hail Heav'ns happy Guelt. 
Hail new Inhabitant amongſt the bleſt ! 
Methinks I ſee kind Spirits 1n convoy meet. 
And with loud Welcomes thy Arrival greet. 


Who, could they grieve, would go with Grief a- 
way 


To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they : 


By them thou'rt led on high 


To 
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To the vaſt glorious Apartment of the Deity, 


| 


Where circulating Pleaſures make an endle{ 
Round 


To which ſcant Time or Meaſure ſets no Bound, 


Perfe& unmixt Delights without Alloy, 


And whatſoe'er does earthly Bliſs annoy, 
Which oft does in Fruition Pall and oft'ner Cloy 
Where being is no longer Life but Extaſie, 


But one long Tranſport of unutterable Joy. 
A Joy above the boldeſt Flights of daringverle, 
And all a Muſe unglorifyed can fancy or rehearſe: 
There happy Thou 


From Troubles and the buſtling toll of Buſe 
neſs free, 


From noiſe and tracas of tumultuous Life be- 
low, 


Enjoy 'ſt the ſtill and calm Vacation of Eternity, 


C HA 


CHARACTER 


Or A 


Certan Ugly Old P 
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——— — Deformem & tetrum ante omnia Vultum, 
Dilſamilemque ſui, deformem pro cute pellem, 
Pendenteſque genas, ac tales aſpice rugas, 

Dales, umbriſeros ubi pandit Tabraca ſaltus, 
In vetuli ſcalpit jam mater ſimia buccd, Fc. 
Juv. Sat. 10 


Aſſiſt ye naſty Powers 

To deſcribe him thorowout, 
[I'll dip my Pen in Turd, 

And write upon a \hitten Clout. 


Tartaret. de modo Cacandi. p. 9. 


LONDON, 
Printed in the Year, 1684. 


(111 ) 


——_— 


SS 
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WN wonder if I am at a Loſs to 


deſcribe him, whom Nature 

was as much puxxled to make. 
Tis here as in Painting, where the 
moſt miſhapen Figures are the greateſt 
Proots of Skill. To draw a Therfites 
or AElop well, requires the Pencil of 
Vandike or Titian, more than the beſt 
Features and Lineaments. All the 
I boughts I can frame of bim are asrude 
and indigeſted as himſelf. The very 1- 
dxa and Conception of him are enough 
to cramp Grammar, to diſturb Sence, and 
confound Syntax. He's a Solecilm 7 
the great Conſtruction, therefore the beſt 
Detcription of him is Nonſence, and 


the 


the uglieſt ſhe ever took Pains to make |), 


": ho CharaRer 


the fitteſs Character to write it in, thy 
Pot-hook-hand the Devil us'd at Os. 
fard im Queens Colledge-Library. H; 


were Topick enough for convincing m 


QC 


Atheiſt that the World was made 
Chance. T he firſt Matter had more » 
Form and Order, the Chaos more 1 


Symmetry and Proportion. I coull 


call biz Nature's By-blow, Milcari. 


[ 

h 
age and Abortive,or ſay, he is ber Em 
bryo ſlinkd before Maturity ; but thaWf 
is ſtale and flat, and I muſt fly a higher 
Pitch to reach his Detormiry. He iſt 


[ 


O T I 
ſters of Africa le kennelfd in his ſrugl 


Skin. He's one of the Grotelques i 
the Univerle, hom the grand Ariil 
t 
b 


a 
and Age to make worſe. All the Mon-Wp 
f 


drew only ( as Painters do unconth ug) 
Shapes) to fill up the empty Spaces all 
Cantoſs 
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ECantons of this great Frame. He's 
EMan anagrammatiz'd : A Mandrake 
has more of Humane Shape: His Face 
carries Libel and Lampoon int. Na. 
ture at its Compoſition wrote Bur- 
lelque, and ſhew'd him how far ſhe could 
ot-do Art #m Grimace. LI wonder 'tis 
not bird by the Play-houles to draw 
FAntick Vizards by. Without doubt he 
was made to be laugh'd at, and defend 
or the Scaramuchio of Mankind. 
When I jee him, I can no more forbear 
than at ſrght of 2 Lany or Nokes; but 
am like to run the Riſque of the Philofo- 
pher /ookzng 01 an Als mumbling T hiltles. 
He's more ill-farvour d than the Picture 
BY Winter drawn by a Fellow that 

awbs dign-Poſts, more lowring than 

the laſt day of January. I have ſeen a 
£-2ndfomer Mortal carv/d in Monumen- 
cal . 
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you may fancy ſome Relemblance of him 
His damnn'd ſqueeging Clole-ſtool.Face 
can be liken'd to nothing better than thi 
Buttocks of an old wrinkled Baboon, 
ſtraining upon an Hillock. T he wer 
Sight of him in a morning would work 
with one beyond Jalap and R hubarb. 4 
Do&tor (1m told ) once preſcrib'd him 
zo one of his Pariſhioners for a Purge: 
be wrought the E-fte&, and gave the Pa 
tient fourteen Stools. 'T is pity he is ut 
drawn at the Ciry Charges, ani buiy 
#p in ſome publick Forica as a Remedy 
againſt Coſtivenels. 

Indeed by bis Hue you might think 

he had been employed to that we: One 


would 


1 tal Gingerbread, and woven in Hang. 
ings at Mortlock. If you have ey 
viewd 4#bat wooden Gentleman thy 
peeps out of 'a Country Barber's Windny 
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would take him for the Pifture of Scog- 
gin or T arleton on a Privy-houſe Door, 
which by long ſtanding there has contraGF4 
ed the Color of the neighbouring Excre+ 
ments. Reading lately bow Garagantug 
came into the World at his Mother's 
Ear, it put an wnlucky thought into my 
Head concerning him: I preſently fancied 
that be was voided, not brought forth ; 
that his Dam was deltver'd of him on 
f other ſzde, beſhit him coming out, and 
be has ever ſmce retaind the vtains 
His filthy Countenance looks like an old 
Chimney-picce in a decayd Inn, ſul 
lied with Smaak, and the ſprinkling of 
Ale-pots. 'l is dirtier than an ancient 
thumb'd Record greaſrer than aChand- 
ler's Shop-book, Tou'd imagine Snails 
bad crawl'd the Hay upon it. The Calc 

of it is perfet Vellum, aud has ofter 

[ 


been 
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been miſtaken for it: A Scrivener was 
like to cheapen it for making Indentures 
and Deeds : Befrdes 'tis as wrinkled as 
2 walking Buskin : It has more Fur- 
rows then all Cotlwold. To may re- 
ſemble it to a Gammon of Bacon with 
the Swerd off. I believe the Devil tra- 
wvels over it in bis Sleep with Hob-nail 
in his Shoes, By the Maggot-caten 
Sur-face, you'd ſwear he had been dug 
out of his Grave agen with all bi 
Worms about him to bait Eel-hooks 
But enough of it in General, I think it 
time to deſcend to Particulars ; I wiſþ 


I could divide bis Face, as be does bi 


ge =» "> 0 *%. mw. i EO Pa 
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Text, 1. e. tear it aſunder : "Tis fit 1 f 
begin with the moſt remarkable part of it. | «| 
Hi Mouth (ſaving your preſence Chri-Þ » 
ſtian Readers) # ke the Devils Arlo 
of Peak, and is juſt as large. By the fa 


Scent 


Scent you'd take it for the Hole of a Pri- 
vy: He may be winded by a good Nole 
at twekve-ſcore; I durſt have ventur d at 
firſt being in Company that be dieted on 
Aſſa-foetida. His very Dilcourle ſtinks 
in a Literal Sence; "tis breaking- 
Wind, and you'd think be talk'd at the 
other End. Laſt New-years-day be 
tainted 4 Loin of Veal with ſaying 
Grace: All the Gueſts were fain to 
we the Fanatical Pofture in their own | 
Defence, and ſtand with their Caps 0- 
ver their Eyes like Maletacors going to 
be turn'd off. T hat too that renders it 
the more unſupportable is that it can't be 
ſtopp'd: T he Breach zs too big ever to be 
closd. Were he a Milliner, he might 
meaſure Ribbon by it without tbe belp 
of bis Yard or Counter. Ir reaches ſo 
far backwards, t9oſe, that have ſeen hin 
| 2 with 
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with his Peruke off, ſay it may be diſcer- 
ned bebind. When he gapes, 'twould 
flretch the Dutcheſs of Cl to 
ſtraddle over : I had almoſt ſaid, "tis as 
wide as from Dover to Calice. Could 
be ſhut it, the Wrinkles round about 
would repreſent the Form of the Sea- 
mens Compals, and fhould be blufter, 
twere a pretty Emblem of thoſe ſwelling 
Mouths, at the Corners of Maps puf- 
fing out Storms. When he Smoaks, I 
am always thinking of Mongibel and its 
Eruptions. His Head looks exatth like 
2 Device on a Kitchin Chimney ; Hs 
Mouth the Vent and his Noſe the 
Fane, And now I talk of his Snout, 
I dare not mention the Elephants for fea 
of ſpeaking too little : I'd make bold with 
the old Wit, and compare it to the 
Gnomon of a Dial ; but that he has 


N08 


| Bot Teeth enough to land for the twelve 
Hours. 'T ſo long, that when be rides 
| [- Journey, be makes uſe of it to open 
[Gates. He's fain to ſnite it with both 
| Hands It cannot be wipd under as 
ch as the Royal Breech. A Man © 
I of ordinary Bulk might find Shelter w- 
der its Eves, were it not for the Drop. 
pings. One proteſted to me inR aillery 
that when be looks againſt the Sun, it 
ſhadows his whole Body, as ſome ſtory 
of the Sciopodes Feet. Another Hy- 
A Raſcal would make me be- 

ieve that the Arches of it are as large 
as any two of London-Bridge, or the 
great Rialto at Venice. Not long ago 
[ met a one-legd Tarpawlin that had 
been begging at his Door, but could get 
nothing : 1 he witty W horelon (I re- 
member ) ſwore that his Bow-ſprit 
I 3 was 
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was as long as that of the Royal Sove4] 0 
reign. I confeſs, flood he in my way : | 
durſt not venture round by bis Forefide, for 
fear of going half a mile about. Tis t 
perfetly doubling the Cape : He bu 
this Priviledge for being unmannerly that} 
it will not ſuffer him to put off his Hat: 
And therefore ( tis ſaid  ) at home be 
has a Cord faſten'd to it, and draws it 
off with a Pully, and ſo receives the 
Addrefles of thoſe that viſet him. This 
I'm very confident, he has not heard 
himſelf ſneeze theſe ſeven Years : An 
that leads me 10 his Tools of Hearing 
His Ears reſemble theſe of a Countrey 
Juſtices Black Jack, and are of the ſame} 
matter, hue, and ſize : He's as wel 
bung as any Hound in the Countrey ; 
but by their Bulk and growing. upwars, 
be deſerves to be rank'd with a graver 

| p 
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vel of Beaſts : His ſangle ſelf might bave 
* IN ſhown with Smeck, and all the Club 
for Divines. Tou may-pare enough from 
19] the fides of his Head to have furniſht a 
af} whole Regiment of Round-Heads : 
th He wears more there then all the Pillo- 
t:Y ries z» England ever have done. Man- 
eff devile tells us of a People ſomewhere, 
itÞ that wſe their Ears for Guthions : He 
of has reduced the Legend to Probability : 
- AServant of his ( that could not conceal 
1} the Midas) told me lately in private, that 
| going to Bed he binds them on bis 
| Grown, and they ſerve him inſtead of 
'| Quilt Night-caps. T he next obſerua- 
# ble that falls under my Gontideration 7s 
| 2:5 Back: Nor need L go far out of my 
way to meet it, for it peeps over his 
Shoulders : He was built with 2 Bute 
trels to ſupport the weight of his Nolſez 
L 4 and 
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and help ballance ig. Nature bung on 


. him a Knaplack, and made bim repre- 
ſent both Tinker and Budget too. He 
looks like the V. ible Tye of AEneas bol- 
firing up his Father, or like a Beggar- 
Woman, endorſt with ber whole Lit- 
ter, and with Child bebind. Tou may 
zake bim for Anti-Chriſtopher with the 
Devil at his Back. I believe the At. 
las im Wadham-Garden at Oxtord 
was carv'd by him. Certainly he was 
begot in 4 Cupping-Glaſs : His Mo- 
ther longed for Pumpions, or went 10 
fee ſome Camel ſhown while ſhe was 
concerving bim. One would think a 
| Mole has crept into bis Carcale be- 
fore tis layd in the Church-Y ard, ans 
Kooted in it, or that an Farthquake 
had diſorder d the Symmetry of the Mi- 


cErocoim, ſunk one Mountain and put 


" 
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1p another. And now I ſhould deſcend 


lower, if I durſt venture : But I'll not 
defile my Pen : My Ink is too cleanly for 
a farther Deſcription. I muſt beg my 
Reader's Diſtance : as if I were going 
to Ontruſs. Should I mention what 1s 
beneath, the very Jakes would ſuffer by 
the Compariſon, and 'twere enough to 
bring a Bog-houle in Diſgrace. Inaeed 
he ought to have been drawn, like the 
good People on the Parliament-Houle, 
only from the Shoulders upwards. To 
me *tts a greater Prodigy then himſelf, 
bow his Soul has ſo long endured ſo na- 
fty a Lodging. Were there ſuch a 
thing as a Metemplycholis, how gladly 
would it exchange its Carcale for that 
of the worſt and vileſt Brute: I'm ſuf- 
ficiently perſwaded againft the whim of 
Praexiſtence ; for any thing that had 


the 
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the Pretenſe of Reaſon would new 
have entered ſuch a Durance of Choice : 
Doubtleſs it muft have been guilty of 
ſome unbeard of Sin, for which Hea- 
ven dooms it Penance zn the preſent 
Body, and ordains it its firſt Hell here. 
And'tis diſputable which may prove the 
worſt, for t has ſuffered half an Eternity 
already. Men can hardly tell which » 
the two will out-lrve the other. Bj 
bis Face youd gueſs him one of the Pa- 
triarchs, and that be lid before the 
Flood : His Head hooks as if * hat 
worn out three or four Bodies, and 
were Legacied to him by his Great- 
Grand-father. His Age is out of 
Knowledg, 1 believe be was born be- 
fore Regiſters were invented. He ſhould 
have been a Ghoſt in Queen Marys 
Days. I wonder Holingshead does not 


ſpeck, 
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ſpeak of hm. Every Limb about bim © | 


js Chronicle : Par and John of the . 
Times were ſhort-Livers to him. T bey 
ſay, *he can remember when Pauls was 
Founded, and London-Bridge built. I 

my ſelf bave beard him tell all the Stories 
of York and Lancaſter »pon his own 
Knowledge. Hzs very Cane and Spe- 
Qacks are enough to ſet up an Antiqua- 
ry. The firſt was the Walking-ſtaff 
of Lanfranc Arch-biſhop of Canterbury * 
which 1s to he ſeen by bis Arms upon the 
Head of it : The tother belongdto the 
Chaplain of William the Conqueror ; 
was of Norman make, and travelhd 0- 
ver with him. *I's firange the late 
Author of M. Fickle forgot to make his - 
Sir Arthur Oldlove ſwear by them, 
the Oath had been of as good Antiqui- 
ry as St. Auſtin's Night-Cap, or 
Mahomet's | 
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wonderd be never ſet up for a Conju- 
rer : His very Look would bring bin 
in Vogue, draw Cuſtom, and wn 
Lilly aud Gadbury. Tox'd take bin 
for the Ghoſt of Old Haly or Albuma- 
zar, or the Spirit Frier mn the Fortune 
Book, his Head for the inchanted bra- 
Fen one of Frier Bacon. *T would poſe 
a good Phyltognomiſt to give Namesto 
- the Lines in bis Face. I've obſerudall 
the Figures and Diagrams in Agrippa 
and Ptolomy.s Cenriloquies there upon 
frrict view. And t other day a Linguili 
of my Acquaintance ſhew'd me al/the 
Arabick Alphabet berwixt bis Brow 
and Chin, Some have admired bow be 
came to be admitted into Orders, ſince bu 


very Face is againſt the Canon: I gueſs 


be pleaded the Qualification of the Pro- 
phets 
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phets of Old, to be withered, Tooth- 
leſs and detorm'd. ' He can pretend to 
be an Elitha only by his Baldnels. The 
Devils Oracles heretofore were utter d 
from ſuch aMouth. Twas then the 
Candidates for the I ripus were fainto 
plead W rinkles and Grey Hairs;a Splay 
Mouth, and a goggle Eye were the 
cheapeſt Summony, and the ugly and 
crippled were tbe only men of Preter- 
ment. And this leads me to confeder - 
him a little in the Pulpit. And there 
tis hard to diſtinguiſh whether that or his 
Skin be the coarſer W ainſcoat : He re- 
preſents a Crackt Weather-Glals in 2 
Frame. Youd take him by his Looks 
and ' Poſture for Muggleton doing 
Pennance and paulted with rotten Eggs. 
Had his Hearers the trick-/of Writing 
ſhort-Hand,. 1 ſhould fancy him an Ot- 

y tender | 


12 —- Character. 


fender »pon a Scaffold, and them Pey. 
ning bis Confeſſion. Not a fluxt De. 
bauch 2 a {weating Tub makes worſe 
Faces. He makes Dodrine as Fol 
do:their WV ater in the Stone or Stran- 
 gury: Balaams Aſs was 4 better Di. 
vme, and bad 4 better 'Delivery. The 
| Thorn at Glaſtenbury had more Sence 
and Religion, and would make more 
Converts. He ſpeaks not, but grunts 
| tike one of the Gadaren' Hogs after the 
Devils enter'd: When I came firs to 
his Church and ſaw him perch'd on big 
{ © againſt a Pillar, T took bim by bis gi 

ping for ſome Juggler going to ſwallow 
Bibles aud Hour-Glaſſes. But I wi: 
ſoon convinc'd that other, Feats were t0 
bs playd, and on a ſudden loft all my 
Sences in Noiſe. A Drunken Hunts: 


man reeling in while: be was at Pray!, 


asket 
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askd if he were giving his Pariſhoners 
: Hollow : He has preached balf. bis 
Pariſh deaf: His Din 2s beyond. the 
Catadupi of Nile : All his Patrons 
Pigeons, are frighted from their. Apart- 
ment, and he's generally believed. the 
Occaſion. He may be heard farther 
then Sir Samuel Moorlands Flagelet. 
Nay one dannd mad Rogue ſwore : 
Should he take a T ext concerning #he 
Reſurretion, he might ſerve for the - 
laſt Trumpet. And yet in one Reſpet? 
be's fitted for the FunQtion. His Coun- 
renance, if not Doarine can ſcare men 
nto Repentance, like an Apparition : 
Should he walk after be's dead, he would 
vot be more dreadful, then now while be 
is alrve. | | 
A Maid meeting him in the Dark in 

4 Church-Yard , was frighted into 
Pha- 
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Phanaticiſm. Another is in Bedlam 
upon the ſame Occaſzon : I dare nt ap. 
proach him without an E-:xorcilm. In 
the Name, &. 7s the fitteſt Salutati 
on + Some have thought the Parſonage 
Houſe haunted fence be dwelt there. [y 
York-ſhire ("tis reported) they make 
wſe of bis Name inſtead of R aw-Head 
and Bloody-bones to fright Children, 
He is more terrible then thoſe Phantoms 
' Country Folkstell of by the Fire ſrde, and 
pretend to bave ſeen , with Leathern- 
wings, Cloven-feet, anz Sawcer-eyes : 
If be go to Hell Cas 'tis abmoſt an Arti- 
cle of my Creed, be will ) the Devils 


| © will quake for all their warm Dwelling, 


and . crowd up into 4 Nook for fear of 


bim. 
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